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i Te. His GRACE the | 


Duxz of Newcaſtle. 


Lonp, 

I'S under Your Au- 
ſpice that this Col 
lection now appears. 
For who is ſo proper to Pa- 
troniſe ſome Pieces not un- 
worthy! of- Virgil and Horace, 


-D ED 1704 TION: 
28 e 7 N ot only Naber 


Quality has diſtinguiſhed. 
Lou, but Nature too; and 


as none but Your Great An- 


| ceſtor, who adopted You, 
|. cou'd give You fo great a 
Fortune; ſo none but Hes. 
ven, who inſpir d him to do 
it, ſuch a Soul to uſe it. 
How often has Your 'Chari- 
ty {cem'd a Profuſion, and 
always done with a Grace 
and Behaviour {tilli greater 
For the Wants of many that 
| f Addreſs to you laſt no lon- 


| ger than the time of telling 


them. | C A i Wealth, 


= 


DEDICATION. 
Wealth, if well conſider d, 
is but a ſplendid Vexation; 

and He Manages the beſt, 
who is neither Intemperate 

wirh it, nor Uneaſie without 
it. I dare ſay, F am now 
writing to one whoſe Con- 
duct diſcovers that Modera- 
tion and Humiliry may be 


conſiſtent with | Superfluiry 


and Power ; and that Show 
and Vanity are not conſtant 
Attendants on Youth, and 


a great Eſtate. On how _ 
many Occaſions of latehave 


You been known ro ſhun 
A 4. Po- 


DEDICATION. 
Popularity, with more wan. 
ſtry than others court it 

How little do Vo affect 
what the Cry of the Popu- 
lace won d make one believe 
Fenn promoted ſo much! 
A Tumult is a Frenzy you 
neither Like nor Encourage z 
nor can any Cauſe You . 
gage in, want the Supports 
of - Licentiouſaeſs and Vio- 
lence. Vou are well aſſut d, 
that Hate i is Often Blind as 
| well as Love; and that none 
. ought. to be treated as Ene- 
5 mies, but thoſe whom the” 
Se 2 Laws 


. * of - k 


at an Age, when Others think 


DEDICATION: 
Laws of Nature and Nations 


have declar'd ſo :- 
From this e 


ibn üben Candour and Be- 
Krorbee direfts-4ll Your © 


Actions, and that You: are 


a Friend to every one that 
is not otherwiſe to Your 


Country. An equal Tem- 
per, a human Behaviour, 


and a good Conſcience are 


the chief Purſuits of Your 
Ambition: And therefore it 
is that You chuſe Retirement 


ai =” 3 4 


they breathe nor out of a 
1 A 5 Hurry, 


"Tag the Town for the Sölitude 


DEDICATION: 
Hurry, and #'Coort.0 With 
what Satisfaction do Vo ñal. 
ways leave the Diveffions of 


of Claremont, where Nature 
at one careleſs Stroak has 
sketcht an infinite Variety; 

ſo pleaſant is the Situation, 
and yet ſo proud, Vou can 
at once enjoy your loy'd 
Receſs, and look down on 
the neighb' ring Royal Pa- 
laces that are crowded below. 
il There the Air is not taint- 
1 ed with the Breath of Flat- 
| i nor allet with Ani 
mo- 


/ 


_ DEDICATION _ 
moſities; but Truth walks 
unmask d, and Innocence 
ſleeps unguarded. There 
You Study the Intereſt of 
the Publick, and the Good 
of every private Man; and 
imitate very early that great 
Conſul who frequently with- 
drew from Rome, and the 
Faſces, to practiſe at Tuſcu- 
lum what he had learned at 
Athen. 
have ſometime fines RY, 
ſerved, that he who came to 


adviſe Vou was always more 


welcome, than he that came 


is}. Your Modeſty 
nks me guilty. of what 1 
e on I deteſt; con- 
tinue to be what I believe 
You, and confirm as wellt 


A 4% 7 . 4 __ 0 2 £ . 
5 er nee 
p * 1 1 2 1 4 | 
I +4 4 * . : be. i - * * * 4 — * . ws #4 * Aa LY «#4 =_ 
* 


1 % 
9 n bh VI AN — 
ot, | 
| 
Wi *.T 2 Nc Vo 
WS as X 
Ya 
2 A * 4 as * ,\ Y 
* 8 * — , TY > 
= * * 3 * 
: 98 
f —_ 


* * * C wes | 
* * 1 . * * 


e * Obedient . 


* 4 6 wo , — * 1 HE 


N 


: a N 
= . 
* 7 ” 2. 0 
* F : a 
, . %. 
" T "= "= ' $ "Po. : 
| a 14h [ * — 
U 84 9 . , * 6 4 * . * 1 19 1 
1 — * 5 _ Z 
. , 5 * 7 4 pu . 
« . : * 
a” 5 ? 
a4 8 4 i .% 1 7 9 * * 
"v3" $4" 2; TE YE, a — „ 10 
; — | . . 6 F / el * * 
* : . F 1 1 l 
* P 1 7 ” þ 
, 14 , o . \ 18 \ 0 
| - 
” : 4 


. * 4 
e #4 % 1 1% . 1 4 1 1742 e 4 Erh 
* 1 1 1 a 7 . i . l 2 4 * #: 8 | 
* 7 4 c 4 
n 2 | 4 - N. 1 7 
. = - = 0 "WM © d 4 3 
E - 1 * las * «as 4 : 97 * * 10 * y : $* An 4 * 
1 | g ? « 5 + | ” , | Fg 


dr mint nd OLI gi i 1285 
OR this laſt half Lear I have 
oeen troubled with the Diſcaſe 
(as I may call it) of Tranflation; 
the cold Profe-fats of it, (which 
e arc always the moſt redious with 
me) were ſpent in the Hiſtory of the League; 
the hot (which ſucceeded them) in Verſe 
Miſcellanies. The Truth is, I fancied to 
my ſelf a kind of eaſe in the change of 5 
the Paroxiſm; never ſuſpecting but that 
the Humour wou'd have waſted it ſelf in 
two or three Paſtorals of Theocritus, and 
as many Odes of Horace. But finding, or at 
jeaſt thinking I found, ſomething that was 
more pleaſing in them, . 8 
FREY | 2 10 


1 — 


* 
% 
W 
<A 7 . 744 
A x3: 
5 
* 


4 
* 
i = — 4a 
2 
. 


2 


RB 


* 


% 


44 


— 


Productions, I encourag'd my ſelf to renew 


my old acquaintance with Lucretius and: 


Virgil; and immediately fix'd upon ſome 


parts of them which had moſt affected me 


in the reading. Theſe were my natural Im- 
pulſes for the Undertaking: But there was 
an accidental Motive, which was full as 


forcible. It was my Lord Roſcommon's Efſay 
on. tranſlated Verfe, which made me uneaſy 


*rill I try'd whether or no I was capable 
of following his Rules, and of reducing the 
ſpeculation into practice. For many ua fair 


Precept in Poetry, is like a ſeeming De- 


monſtration in the Mathematicks; very ſpe- 
cious in the Diagram, but failing in the 
Mechanick Operation. I think I * ge- 
nerally obſervid his Inſtructions; I am ſure 
my Reaſon is ſufficiently convinced both of 


heir truth and uſefulneſs; which, in other 


words, is to confeſs no leſs a vanity than to 
pretend that I have at leaſt in ſome places 
made Examples to his Rules. Vet withal, 
F muſt acknowledge, that I have many 
times exceeded my Commiſſion; for I have 
both added and omitted, and even ſome- 
times very boldly made ſuch expoſitions of 
my Authors, as no Dutch Commentator 


will forgive me. Perhaps, in ſuch particu- 


lar paſſages, L have thought that I diſco- 


ver d ſome Beauty yet undiſcover'd by 
5 | | 58 N | | thole 
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thoſe Pedants, which none but a Poet cou'd 
have found. Where I have taken away 
fome of their | Expreſſions, and cut them 
Morter, it may poſſibly be on this conſide- 
ration, that what was beautiful in the Greek 
or Latin, wou'd not appear ſo ſhining; in 
the Engliſ̃- And where T have enlarged 
them, I defire the falſe Criticks wou d not 
always think, that thoſe thoughts are 
wholly mine, but that either they are 
ſecretly in the Poet, or may: be fairly de- 
duced from him; or at leaſt, if both 
thoſe Conſiderations ſhould fail, that my 
own is of a piece with his, and that 
i he were living, and an Engliſbman, 
they are ſuch as he would probably have 
Written. i ö | 
For, after all, a Franflator is to make his 
Author appear as charming as .poflibly he 
can, provided he maintains his Character, 
and makes him not unlike himſelf. Tranſla- 
tion is a kind of Drawing after the Life; 
where every one will acknowledge there 
is a double ſort of likeneſs, a good one 
and a bad. Tis one thing to draw the 
Out- lines true, the Features like, the Pro- 
portions exact, the Colouring it ſelf per- 
haps tolerable; and another thing to make 
all theſe graceful, by the poſture, the ſha- 
dowings, and chiefly: by the Spirit, which 
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- ahimates the whole: I cannot without 
ſome Indignation, look on an ill Copy of 

an excellent Original: Much leſs can I be-; 
hold with patience Virgil, Homer, and ſome 
others, 'whole beauties I have been endea+ 
vouring all my Life to imitate, ſo abus'd, 
as L may ſay; to their Faces, by a botching 
Interpreter. What Eng Readers, unac- 
quainted with Greet or Laliu, will believe 
me or any other man, when we commend 
thoſe Authors, and confeſs we derive all 
that is pardonable in us from their Foun- 
tains, if they take thoſe to be the ſame 
Poets, whom our Ogleby's have Tranſlated? 
But I dare aſſure them, that a good Poet 
is no more like himſelf, in a dull Franſla- 
tion, than his Carcaſs would be to his liv- 
ing Body. There are many who underſtand 
_ Greek and Latin, and yet are ignorant of 
their Mother Tongue. The proprieties and 
-delicacies of the Exgliſh are known to few; 
ris. impoſſible even for a good Wit, to un- 
derſtand and practiſe them without the 
help of a liberal Education, long Reading, 
Und digeſting of thoſe few good Authors 
we have amongſt us, the, knowledge of 
Men and Manners, the freedom of habi- 
tudes and converſation with the beſt com- 
-pany of both Sexes; and, in ſhort,” with- 
out wearing off the ruſt which he con- 
— | tracted, 
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trated, while he was laying-in a ſtock of 
Learning. Thus difficult it is to underſtand 
che purity of Exgliſb, and critically to diſ- 
ern not only good Writers from bad, and 
praper ſtyle from a corrupt, but alſo to 
diſtinguiſh that which is pure in a good 
\uthor, from that which is vicious and 
orrupt in him. And for want of all theſe 
requiſites, or the greateſt part of them, moſt 
of our ingenious young Men take up ſome 
cry'd-up Engliſh Poet for their Model, a- 
dore him, and imitate bim, as they think, 
without knowing wherein he is defective, 
where he is Boyiſh and trifling, wherein 
either his Thoughts are improper to his 
Subject, or his Expreſſions unworthy of 
his Thoughts, or the turn of both is un- 
harmonious., Thus it appears neceſſary chat 


* a Man ſhou'd be a nice Critick in his Mo- 
*. ther Tongue, before he attempts to trans- 
late a foreign Language. Neither is it ſuf- 


ficient that he be able to Judge of Words 
and Style; but he muſt be a Maſter of them 
oo: He muſt perfectly underſtand his Aus 


"5 Mthor's Tongue, and abſolutely command his 
eon: So chat to be a thorough Tranſla- 
bi. tor he muſt be a thorough Poet. Neither 
i it enough to give his Aathor's Senſe, in 
wal good Engliſh, in Poctical expreſſions, and 
9 in Muſical numbers: For, though all theſe _ 
ted, by . 


"” 


vi 
are exceeding difficult to perform, there 


cret of which few Tranſlators have ſufhci- 


2 — 
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tiaining the Char 


_ Tranſlated ſome parts of them, that they 
have confounded their ſeveral Talents; and 
by endeayouring only at the ſweetneſs and 


judge by the Copies, which was Virgil, and 


always ſtudied himſelf more than thoſe who 
fate to bim. In ſuch Tranſlators I can eaſi- 
ly diſtinguiſh the Hand which perform'd 


Poet from another. Suppoſe two Authors 


ſtinction to be made in ſweetnels, as in that 


PREFACE. 
yet remains an harder task; and tis a Se- 


ently thought. I have already hinted a word 
or two 288 it; that is, the main- 
er of an Author, which 
diſtinguiſhes him from all others, and makes 
him appear that individual Poet whom you 
wou'd interpret. For Example, not only 
the Thoughts, but the Style and Verſifica- 
tion of Virgil and Ovid; are very diffrrent. 
Yer I ſee, even in our beſt Poets, who have 


harmony of Numbers, have made them 
both ſo much alike, that if I did notknow 
the Originals, I ſhou'd never be able to 


which. was Ovid. It was objected againſt 
* a late noble Painter, that he drew many 


graceful Pictures, but few of them were 
ike.' And this happen'd to him, becauſe he 


the Work, but I cannot diſtinguiſh their 


are equally ſweer, yet there is a great di- 
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PREFACE M 


f Sugar, and that of Honey, I can make 
he difference more plain, by giving you, 


ici · Nit it be worth knowing) my own method 
ord Wt proceeding, in my Tranſlations out of 
in · Nour ſeveral Poets; Virgil, Thoocritus, Lucre- 
iche, and Horace. In each of theſe, before 1 


ndertook them, I conſider'd the Genius 
ind diſtinguiſhing Character of my Author. 
lookꝭd on Virgil, as a ſuccinct and grave 
Majeſtick Writer; one who weigh'd not 
only every Thought, but every Word and 
Syllable. Who was ſtill aiming to crowd 
his Senſe into as narrow a Compaſs as poſ- 
ſihly he cou'd; for which reaſon he 1s ſo 

ery Figurative, that he requires (I may al- 
moſt ſay) a Grammar apart to eonſtrue him. 
His: Verſe is every where founding the ve- 
ry Thiog in your Ears, whoſe Senſe it bears: 
Vet the Numbers are perpetually varied, to 
increaſe the delight of the Reader; fo that 


ou 
nly 
Cas 
ent. 
ave 
ney 
and 
and 
em 
ow 

to 
and 
nſt 


any the ſame Sounds are never repeated twice 
ere Wrogether.. On the contrary, Ovid and Claus 
be ian, though:they write in Styles differing 
tho from each other, yet have each of them 
aſi· ¶but one ſort of Muſickꝭ in their Verſes. All 
n'd Wthe: verſification and little variety of Clau- 
err IN dian, is included within the compaſs of four 
ors Nor five Lines, and then he begins again in 
di- the ſame tenqur; perpetually cloſing his 
hat Senſe at the end of a; Verſe, and that Verſe 
of 9 


Come. 
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piii PREFACE. 
commonly which they call Golden, of 
two Subſtantives and two Adjectives with 
à Verb betwixt them to keep the peace 
Ovid, with all his ſweetneſs; has as little 
variety of Numbers and Sound as he: H 
is always as it were upon the hand-gallop, 
and his Verſe runs upon Carpet ground 
He avoids like the other all Synalzpha's, oſ 
cutting off one Vowel when it comes before 
another, in the following word. But to re- 
turn to Virgil, tho! he is ſmooth” where 
ſmoothneſs is requit'd, yet he is ſo far from 
affecting it, that he ſeems rather to diſdai 
it. Frequently makes uſe of Synalzpha's 
and concludes his Senſe in the middle o 
5 Bis Verſr. He is every where above co 
ceits of Epigtammatick Wit; and groſs 
Hyperboles: He maintains Majeſty in the 
midſt of Plainneſs; he ſhines, but glare 
not; and is ſtately: without ambition, Which 
is the vice of Lacan. I drew my definition 
of Poetical Wit from my particular con- 
ſideration of him: For propriety of thought: 
Ang 1d vom only to be found in os ; 
and Where they are p r, they will be 
delightful. Pleaſure follows | . 
as the effect does the cauſe; and therefore 
is not to be put into the definition. This 
exact propriety of Virgil J particularly re- 
garded, as a great part of bis Cheratte 


* 


but 


hy 
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tmuſt-confeſs to my ſhame, that I have 

Wt been able to Tranſlate any part of him 

well, as to make him appear wholly like 1 

imſelf. For where the Original is cloſe, no 11 

erſion can reach it in the fame compaſs. 1 

annibal Caro's'm the talian, is the near- 

the moſt Poetical, and the moſt Sono I 

pus of any Tranſlation of the AZzeids, _ | 

t, though he takes the advantage of blank i] 

erſe, he commonly allows two Lines for 

ne of Virgil, and does not always hit his 

enſe. Taſſo tells us in his Letters, that Sperone 

peroni, a great Italian Wit, Who was his 

ontemporary, obſerv'd of Virgil and Tully; 

at the Latin Orator endeavour'd to imitate 

he Copiouſneſs of Homer, the Greek Poet; 

nd that the Latina Poet made it his Buſineſs 

reach the Conciſeneſs of Demoſthenes, the 

reet Orator. Virgil therefore being ſo very 

paring: of his Words, and leaving fo much 

obe imagin'd by the Reader, can never 

one tranſlated as he ought, in any modern 

ongue: To make him Copious is to alter 

is Character; and to tranſlate him Line 

vr Line is impoſſible, becauſe the Latin is 

aturally a more ſuccinct Language, than 

ither the Italian, Spaniſb, French, or even 

han the Engliſſß (which by reafon of its 
onoſyllables is far the moſt compendigns 

f chem.) Virgil is much the cloſeſt of any 

1 0 ' Roman 
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of his own Thoughts: and Words, whic 


| Roman Poet, and the Latin Hexameter h 
ere Feet than the Eng Heroick,. 
Beſides all this, an Author bas the choic 


a Tranſlator. has not; /he'is.confin'd/byit 
Senſe of the Inyentor to thoſe Ex preſſion 
which are the neareſt to it: So that Vir 
ſtudying Brevity, and having the comma 
of his own Language, could bring tho 
Words into a narrow compaſs, Which 
Tranſlator cannot render without Circun 
locutions. In ſhort, they who have call 
him the Torture of Grammarians, migb 
alſo have call'd him the Plague of Tran 
Jators; for he ſeems to have ſtudy'd nc 
to be Tranſlated. I 'own that endeavou 
ing to turn his Niſus and Earyalus as clol 
as I was able, I have performed that En 
ſode too literally; that giving more ſeof 
to Mezentius and Lauſus, that Verſion whic 
has mere of the Majeſty of Virgil, has le 
of his. Conciſendley1an All that 1 Can pr 
miſc for my ſelf, is only that I have dos 
both, better than; Opyeby, and perhaps 
well as Caro. By conſidering him fo car 
Full as I did before my attempt, I has 

kay ſome faint reſemblance of him; an 
had taken more time, might poſſibly hart 
de kane better 3 on never: o wer” As tt 


f. 
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PREFACE. xi 
He who excels all other Poets in his 
wo Langunge, were it poſſible to do him 
ght, muſt appear above them in our 
ongue,. which, as my Lord Roſcommon 
ſtly obſerves, approaches neareſt to the 


+ ith a vaſt Interval betwixt them. There 
aan inimitable grace in Vixgiſs words, and 
of chem principally eonſiſts that beauty, 


hich gives ſo inex preſſible a pleaſure to 


vill appear but lame in the beſt Tranſlati- 


ar eings, his propriety, his numbers, and his 
cloravity, I have as far imitated, as the po- 
Ee ert of our Language, and the haſtineſs 


df my Performance wowd. allow. I may 
eem ſometimes to have varied from his 
Senſe; but I think the greateſt Variations 
may be fairly deduced from him; and 


places. But two particular Lines in Me- 


Virgil's Senſe; but they are too like the 
ndcrneſs of Ovid; and were Printed 7970 
| NA | ore 


oman in its Majeſty: Neareſt indeed, but 


im who beſt underſtands their force; this 
Diction of his, I muſt once again ſay, is ne- 
er to be Copied; and fince it cannot, he 


n. The turns of his Verſe, his brea- 


where I leave his Commentators, it 
ay be I underſtand him better: At leaſt 
writ without conſulting them in many 


ius and Laaſus I cannot ſo eaſily ex- 
uſe; they are indeed remotely ally d to 


— att... At... MH. * 
_ 


* 
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fore I had conſider'd them \enough. to al 
ter them: The firſt of them IMave forgot 


ten, und cannot eaſily retrieve, desu 
the , A is at ** 1 5 "The ſeoopd n 
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appears pretty enough at Felt: gg. 

but Lam convinc d for many reaſons, that 
the Expreſſion is too bold, that Virgi 
wou'd not have ſaid it, though Oni 
wou'd. The Reader may pardon it, i 
He pleaſe, for the freeneſs of the confeſſiſ 
on; and inſtead of that, and the former 
admit theſe two Lines which are more ac 
N to the _ RW RAPS 


Nora I Life; nor Fi be by that . 
aA 7 vad 1 my Fortunes _ een der 
Having with mas ads \gotelear of vi 
J have in the next place to conſide 
HS Genius of Lucretius 5 Whom I Have 
tranſlated more happily in thoſe parts of 
bim which I undertook! If he was not of 
the beſt Age of Roman „ he was at 
ed of that which 4 1 * and he 
Himſelf refin'd it ro 1 Perfec- 
Tien; botk im che » and tho 
10 * 
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Thoughts, that he left an eaſie Task to 
Virgil; Who as he ſueceeded him in time, 
ſo he Copy'd his Excellencies; for the me- 
thod of the Georgicts is plainly deriv'd from 
him. Lucretius had choſen a Subject na- 

turally crabbed; he therefore adorn'd- it 
with Poetical Deſcriptions, and Precepts 
of Morality, in the n. ending 
of his Books. Which you ſee Virgil has 
imitated with great Succeſs, in thoſe Four 
Books, which in my Opinion are more 
perfect in their kind, than even his Divine 
Eneids. The turn of his Verſes he has 
likewiſe follow'd, in thoſe places which 
Lucretius has moſt labour'd, and ſome of 
his very Lines he has tranſplanted into his 
own Works, without much Variation. 
If 1 am not miſtaken, the diſtinguiſhing 
„; Character of Lucretius, (I mean of his Soul 
and Genius) is a certain kind of noble 
Pride, and poſitive Aﬀertion of his Opi- 
nions. He is every where confident of his 
on Reaſon, and aſſuming an abſolute 
Command not only over his vulgar Rea- 
der, but even his Patron Memmiuc. For 
he is always bidding him attend, as if he 
had the Rod over him; and uſing a Ma- 
giſterial Authority, while he inſtructs him. 
From his Time to ours, I know none fo 
ike him, as our Poet and Philoſopher of 
C Malma- 
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 Malmiliny: This is that perpetual 


„ Re 


Did 


rotſhip, which is exercis'd by Lucretius; 
who though often in che wrong, yet feems 
to deal bond fide with his Reader, and tells 


him nothing but what he thinks; in which 


plain fincerity, I believe he differs from 


af 


Truths which he has oppo 


Eee and che perpe 
His eee eee 


our Hob, who could not but be con- 


vinced, or at leaſt doubt of ſame Eternal 
d. But for 


Lucretius, he ſeems to diſdain all manner of 
Replies, and is ſo confident of his Gauſe, 
that he is 1 with his Antago- 
nifts : ing for them, whatever he 
imagin' d ch could ſay, and leaving them, 


nàs he ſuppoſes, without an Objection for 


the futurr. All this too, with ſo much 
Scorn and Indignation, as if be were aſ- 


ſur'd of the Triumph, bofbre he enter'd 


into the Liſts. From chis ſublime and da- 
ing Genius of his, it muſt of 'neecflity 
come to paſs, that his Thoughts muſt be 
Maſculine, full of Argumentation, and 
Hon Laden warm. From theſame fie- 
emper proceeds the Loſtineſs of -his 
tual Torrent of 


does not too much conſtrain the 
of his Funcy. For there is no doubt to — 


made, but that he could have been eve- 


y Whore: „ 2 he is in his De- 
RT - ſcrrip- 
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PREPFLUCE ite 
ſcriptions,” and in the Moral Part of his 
Philoſaphy, if he had not aim'd more to 
inſtruct in his Syſtem of Nature, than to 
delight. But he was bent upon making 
Memmius a Materialiſt, and teaching him 
to deſie an inviſible Power: In ſhort he 
was ſo much an Atheiſt, that he forgot 
ſometimes to be a Poet. Theſe are the 
Confiderations which I had of that Author, 
before I attempted to tranflate fome 
of him. And accordingly I laid by my na- 
tural: Diffidence and Scepticiſm for a while, 
to take up that Dogmatical way of his, 
which, as 1 ſaid, is ſo much his Character, 
as to make him that individual Poet. As 
for his Opinions concerning the Mortality 
of the Soul, they are ſoabſurd, that I can- 
not, if I would, believe them. I think a 
future State demonſtrable even by natural 
Arguments; at leaſt to take away Rewards 
and Puniſſiments, is _ a pleaſing 
ſpect to a Man, who reſolves — 
not to live morally. But on the other {id 
the thought of being Nothing after Death, 
is a burthen unſupportable ro a virtuous 
Nan, even though a Heathen. We natu- 
ally aim at Happineſs, and cannot bear to 
— it reno — 2 of * 
preſent Being, eſpecially when we con 
that Virtue is generally unhappy in this 
951 + os. World, 


S905 127938. 7 3 6 @ o& T7: 


xvi -PREFACE. 
World, and Vice fortunate. So that tis 
hope of Futurity alone, that makes this 
Lite tolerable, in expectation of a bet- 
ter. Who wou'd not commit all the Exceſ- 
ſes to which he is prompted by his natu- 
ral Inclinations, if he may do them with 
Security, while he is alive, and be uncapa- 
ble of Puniſnment after he is dead? If he 
pe cunning and ſecret enough to avoid the 

aws, there is no band of Morality to 
_ reſtrain him: For Fame and Reputation 
are weak ties; many men have not the 

eaſt Senſe of them: Powerful men are 
only aw'd by them, as they conduce to 
their Intereſt, and that not always when a 
Paſſion is predominant; and no Man will 
be; contain'd within the bounds of duty, 
hen he may ſafely tranſgreſs them. Theſe 

are my Thoughts abſtractedly, and with- 
Hut entring into the Notions of our Chri- 
tian Faith, which is the proper buſineſs 
of; Divines: 425 52S Þ l 
But there are other Arguments in this 
Poem {which I have turn'd into Engliſb, 
not belonging to the Mortality of the Soul, 
which are ſtrong enough to a reaſonable 
Man, to make him leſs in Love with Life, 
and conſequently in leſs apprehenſions of 

„Death, Such as are the natural Satiety, 
procecding from & perpetual enjoyment of 
blu | & ** 4s the 
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the ſame things; the inconveniences of 
old age; which make him uncapable 
of corporeal pleaſures; the decay of un- 
derſtanding and memory, which render 
him contemptible and uſeleſs to others; 
theſe and many other Reaſons ſo patheti- 
cally urg'd, ſo beautifully exprels'd, ſo a- 
dorn'd with Examples, and ſo admirably 
rais'd by the Proſopopeia of Nature, who is 
brought in ſpeaking to her Children, with 
ſo much authority and vigour, deſerve the 
pains I have taken * them, which I 
hope. have: not been unſucceſsful, or un- 


* worthy of my Author. At leaſt I muſt 
1 a fake the liberty to own, that I was pleas'd 
m with my own Endeavours, which but rare- 


ly happens to me, and that I am not diſſa- 


92 tisſied upon the review of any thing 1 have 
th. done in this Author. | 

bri- Tis true, there is ſomething, and that 
neſs of ſome. moment, to be objected againſt. 


my Engliſhing the“ Nature of Love, from 
the fourth Book of Laucretins > And l can leſs: 


75 afily anſwer why 1 tranſlated it, than why 
00 (dhus tranſlated it. The Objection ariſes 
ole from the Obſcenity of the Subject; which 


is aggravated by the too lively, and allu- 
ing delicacy of the Verſes. In the firſt 
Place, - without the leaſt: Formality of an 

Me been 3 ii e Ex- | 
In the Second Volume. 
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- Excuſe, I own it pleas'd me: and let my 
Enemies make the worſt they can of this 
Conſeſſion; I am not yet fo ſecure from 
that Paſſion, but that I want my Author's 
Antidotes againſt it. He has given the 
trueſt and moſt Philoſophical account both 
of the Diſeaſe and Remedy, which I ever 
found in any Author: For which Reafons 
I Tranſlated him. But it will be ask'd 
why I turn'd him into this luſcious Eugliſb, 
(for I will not give it a worſe Word;) 
inſtead of an Anſwer, I wou'd ask again of 
my Supercilious Adverfaries, whether 1 am 
not bound, when 1 tranflate an Author, 
to do him all the right I can, and to tranſ - 
late him to the beſt advantage? If to minee 
his meaning, which I am fatisfy'd was ho- 
neſt and inſtructive, F had either omitted 
ſome part of what he ſaid, or taken from 
the ſtrength of his Expreſſion, I certainly 
had wrong d him; and that ' freeneſs of 
Thought and Words being thus caſhier'd 
in my Hands, he had no longer been La- 
cretius. If nothing of this kind be to be 
read, Phyficians muſt not ſtudy Nature, 
Anatomies muſt not be ſeen, and ſome what 
I could fay of particular Paſſages in Books, 
which to avoid Prophaneneſs I do not 
name: But the Intention qualifies the Act; 
and both mine and my Author's were to 
ae, e110 M0922 217 27” "Wie 
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inſtruct as well as pleaſe. "Tis maſt cer» 


tain that barefac'd Bawdery is the pooreſt 
pretence to Wit ima Able, If 1 ould 


Authorities againſt me: The one is. the 


before: I knew the Author of it, and with 
the — 1g ot, 4 — un Bi Dy, Lord' 
8 Ro/comn I ins his Eſſay on 
tranſlated Verſe: The other is no leſs than 
our -admir'd.. Cowley, who lays the fame 
thing in other Words: For in his Ode 
zoncerning Wit, he writes thus | of it; 


* leſs. can that have any place 
ft which a Virgin hides her Face. 
Foy Droſs the Fire muſt Purge away 3 'tis 


, be her . there where the Reader 
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d . Indeed. Mw. Ge Ses 8 
- eban the Effay; for he —— plainly thax 
ze NObſrenity — no place in Wu the other 


fays, tis a retence to it, or an 

. . b 86 Wit-which has nothing mare 
- ſupport it than . bare«fac'd Ribaldry 

which is both unmannorly in it ſelſ, and ful- 

ome ro the Reader. But neither of theſe 

vill rexel wy caſe: For in the fart place, 

a 4 I am 


fay otherwiſe, I Meuld have two great 
Eſſay on Poetry, which I publickly valued 


—_ 
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me: In the next place, neither he nor l 


enough ro anſwer for in falſe Pointings: 


Verſe run thus, | 


.inſtru& them better in true Criticiſm : 
True Judgment in Poetry, like that in 


where the Beauties are more than the 


— 


Jam only the Tranſlator, nor the Inven- 
tor; ſo that the heavieſt part of the Cen- 
ſure falls upon Lueretius, before it reaches 


have uſed the groſſeſt Words, but the 
cleaneſt Metaphors we could find, to pal- 


Hate the broadneſs of the Meaning g; and, 


to conclude, have carried the Poetical part 
no farther, Than the Philoſophical extthed, 
There is one Miſtake of mine which will 
not lay to the Printer's charge, Who has 


"Tis in the Word Viper 1 would have the 


The Scorpion, N muſt. on "hs "Wind be 
bruis'd.. 


Ther are a 4 of blundering halb wit⸗ 
ted People, who make a great deal of noiſe 
about a Verbal Slip; tho' Horace. would 


Non ego paucis offendor maculis quas aut intu. 
ria fudit, aut bumana parùm cavit natura. 


Painting, takes a view of the whole toge- 
ther, whether it be good or not; and 


Faults, concludes for the Poet againſt the 
little Judge: Tis a ſign that Malice is hard 
ee when tis n to lay hold on a 
/ Or 
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Word or Syllable; to arraign a Man is one .. 
thing, and to cavil at him is another. In 
the midſt of an ſill- natur d Generation of 
Scribblers, there is always Juſtice enough 
left in Mankind, to protect good Writers: 
And they are oblig'd, both by Humanity 
and Iutereſt, to eſpouſe each other's: cauſes 
againſt falſe Criticks, ho are the common 
nemies. This laſt Confideration puts me 
in mind of What d owe to the Ingenious 
and Learned Tranſtator of Lucretias ; I have 
not here deſign'd to rob him of any part of 
that Commendation which he has ſo juſtly 
acquir'd by the whole Author, e 
ments only fall to my Portion. What I 
have now perform'd, is no more than I in- 
tended: above twenty Vears ago: The ways 
of oun Tranſlation are very differem; he 
follows him more cloſely: than J have done, 
which became an Interpreter of the whole 
Poem. I take more liberty, becauſe: it beſt 
ſuited with my Deſign, which was to make 
him as pleaſing as I could. He had been 
too volummous had he us d my Method in 
fo long a work, and I had certainly taken 
his, had I made it my buſineſs to Tranſ- 
jate the whole: The Preference then is 
juſtly his; and I join with Mr. Evelyn in 
the confeſſion of it, with this additional 
Advantage to him that his Reputation is 
294 1 already 


xxii PREFACE: 
already eſtabliſn'd in this Poet, mine is to 
make its Fortune in the World. If I have 
been any where obſcure, in following our 
common Author, or if Lacretius himſblf is 
to be condemn' d, I refer my ſelf to his ex- 
cellent Annotatiom, which I have often 
read, and always with ſome new Pleaſure. 
My Preface begins already to ſwell upon 
me, and looks as if I were afraid of my 
Reader, by ſo tedious a beſpeaking of him; 
and yet I have Horace and Theocrisus upon 
my Hands; but the Cree Gentleman ſhall 
- quickly. be diſpatch'd, becauſe I have more 
buſineſs with the Roman. 
That which diſtinguiſhes Theoeritus from 


all other Poets, both Greek and Latin, and 
which raiſes him even above Vigil in his 
Eclogues, is tho inimitable Tendernefs of 
his Paſhons; and the natural Expreſſion of 
them in Words fo becoming of à Paſtoral. 
A Simplicity ſhines thro' alt he writes; he 
ſhews his Art and Learning by diſguiſing 
both. His Shepherds neuer riſe above their 
Country Education in their complaints of 
Love: There is the ſame difference betwixt 
him and Virgil, as there is betwixt Tab 
Aminia, and the Paſtor Fido of Guarini. 
Firgil's Shepherds are too well read in the 
Philoſophy: of Epicurus and of Plato; and 
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Guarini's ſeem to have been; bred in Courts. 
i A Put 
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But Fhooer9f#s and Tur have taken theirs 
from Cottages and Plains. It was ſaid of 
Fafd; in relation to his Similitudes, Mai eſte 
del-Bofeo ; that he never departed from the 
Woods, that" is, all his Compariſons were 
taken from the Country: The fame may 
be ſaid of our Tbeocritus; he is ſofter than 
Ovid, he touches the Paſſions more deli - 
cately; and performs all this out of his own 
Fond, without diving inte the Arts and 
Sciences for a Supply. Even his Dorick 
Dialect has an incomparable Sweetneſs in its 
Clawniſhneſs, like a fair Shepherdeſs in her 
Country Ruffer, talking in a Tortfbire Tone. 
This was impoflible for Virgil to imitate; 
beeauſe the ſeverity of the Roman Lan- 
guage deny'd him that Advantage. Spencer 
has endeavour'd it in his Shepherd's'Calen- 
der; bur neither will it fucceed in Engliſb, 
for which reaſon I forbore to attempt it. 
For Theocritus writ to Sicilians, who ſpoke 
that Diale&; and I direct this part of my 
Tranſlations to our Ladies, who neither 
underſtand, nor will take pleaſure in ſuch 
homely Expreſſions. I proceed to Horace. 
Take him in parts, and he is ehiefly to 
be conſider'd in his three different Talents, 
as he was a Critiek, a Satyriſt, and a Wri- 
ter of Odes. His Morals are uniform, and 
run through all of them: For let —— 
EOS | E oOms 


Commentators ſay what they will, his Phi- 
loſophy was Epicurtanʒ land he made: uſe 
of Gods and Providente,; only to ſervg a 
turn in Poetry. But ſince neither his Cri- 
tieiſms (which are the — inſtructive of 
any that are written in this Art) nor his 
Sat yrs (which are incomparabl) beyond 
Juvenal's, if to laugh and rally is to be 
preferr'd to railing and declaiming) are no 
part of my preſent Undertaking; I confine 
my ſelf wholly to his Odes: Theſe are alſo of 
ſeveral ſorts; ſome of them are Panegyrical, 
others Moral, the reſt Jovial, or (if I may ſo 
call them) Baccbanalian. As difficult as he it 
makes it, and as indeed it is, to imitate I ſe 
Pindar, yet in his moſt elevated Flights, WW.» 
and in the ſudden Changes of his Sub zecd tl 
with almoſt imperceptible '-- Connexions, n. 
that Theban Poet is his Maſter. | But Horace ar 
is of the more bounded Fancy, and con- V 
fines himſelf ſtrictly to one ſort of Verſe, I 
or Stanza, in every Ode. That which will n 
diſtinguiſn his Style from all other Poets, K. 
is the Elegance of his Words, and the Nu- g 
merouſneſs of his Verſe; there is nothing 91 
ſo delicately turn'd in all the Roman Lan- it, 
uage. There appears in every part of his << 
Dion, or (to ſpeak Exgliſt) in all his Ex- 
preſſions, a kind of noble and bold Purity. by 
His Words are choſen with as much ex- {Wi 
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aincls,as, Cells; but ther T ſeems to 125 
a, greater. Spirit in them... There 1s a ſo- 
55 
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Lee Happinch, attends his .Gboice, which 
Yin, Petronivs, i call d, Curroſo Felicitas, an 
which I ſuppoſe he bad from the Feliciter 
audere of Horace, himſelf... Bur the moſt. di- 
ſtinguiſhing part of all bis Character, ſeem 
1 1 34 1 »# i "WAR $9 1+ 
to me, * his Br isknels,.his J ollity, An 


his good Humour; And thoſe 1. baye chict- 
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ly. endeayou'd.to copy; his other Excellen- 
cies, 1 confeſs, are above. my mitation 
One Ode, which infinitely, pleas'd; me i 
the reading, 1 have attempted. to tranſlate 
in Pindarique Verſe; Tis that which is in: 
ſerib d to the preſent Earl of Koc heſtera xo 
whom. 1 have particular Obligations, wi ich 
this {mall Teſtimony of my 1 cla 
never paß, Tis his Darling, in the Latin, 
and I have taken ſome Pains to make it m 
Maſter- piece in Exgliſß: For which reaſo 
I took this kind of Verſe, which allows 
more Latitude than any other. Every one 
knows. it ves en Wks 
uage, in this Age, by. the. happy Genius 
of een he cemin Fendt of 
it, has made it ſpread z, but it has not been 
conſider d enougb, to be ſo well culti- 
yated, Jr lan uiſhes in almoſt ey Ty Hand 
VVV 
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He, indeed, 


PREFACE. 


brought it as near Per- 
fection as was poſſible in ſo or a time. 
But if I may be allaw'd'ro ſpeak my Mind 
| modeſtly, and without Injury to his ſacred 
Aſhes, ſomewhar of the Purity of Es- 
fm omewhat of more equal Thoughts, 


omewhar of Sweernels, in the Numbers, 
n one word; ſome bar of 4 finer Fur 
and more Lyrical Verſe is 5 wanting. 
As for the Soul of it, which confiſts in 
the Warmth' and Vigour of Fancy," che 
maſterly Figures, and the Copiouſt fen of 
Imagination, he has excell'd bh others in 
this kind. Vet if the Kind it ſelf be ca- 
| ple of more Perfection, though rather 
he Ornamental Parts 'of it, than the 
Effential, whar Rules of Morality or Re- 
ſpe& have 1 broken, in naming the De- 
&s, that they may hereafter be amended? 
Imitation is a nice point, and there are 
few Poets who deſerve to be Madels in 


all they write. Milton's Paradiſe Lofts | 


adinirable; bur am I rherefore bound to 
maintain, that there are no Flats amongRt 
his Elevations, when *tis evident he'creeps 
along Ne for above an hundred 
Lind to eder Cannot I admire the 
he ht of his Invention, and the ſtreng , 
et His Ex premon, without defending hi 


* Words, and the perperut ſt 
neſs 


Ineſs of their Sound ? Tis as much Com- 
mendation as a Man can bear, to own 


biam encellent; all beyond it is Idolatry. 
since Pindur was the Prince of Lyrick 


imitating him, our Numbers ſhould for 


J 

„che moſt part be Lyrical : For Variety, 
or rather where the Majeſty of Thought 
requires it, they may be ſtreteh'd to the 
u Eagliſ Heroick of five Feet, and to the 
e Preuch Alexandrine of Six. But the Ear 
muſt preſide, and direct the Judgment to 
the choice of Numbers: Witheut the ni- 
-Peeiy of this, the Harmony of Pindarique 


Vorſe can never be compleat; the Cadeney 


1 


ce of one Line muſt be a Rule to that of the 
- Inert; and the Seund of the former myſt 
„ ide gently into that which follows; with- 
our leaping from one Extream inte ano- 
e ther. 7 | —_ be grows os Shaded 
n Ml ings of a Picture, which fall by degree; 
5 — Colour. I ſhall de gal, iF 
o F have: fo explain'd my ſelf as to be 


dicere & ſentio tanim, muſt be my Excuſe. 
d There remains much more to be ſaid on 
ae this Subject; but, to avoid Envy, I will 


ch i de ſilem. What F have faid is the general 


is Opinion of che beſt Judges, and in à: man- 
noble 


Fi 
/ 


Poets, let me have leave to ſay, thar in 


— — — A wW 
— —— 2 * — 


hs mer has been fore?d from me; by feeing a 


Rd 
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ngbleyſort of Poetry ſo happily, reſtor d by 
one Man, and ſo groſly copied, by almoſt 
all the reſt: A muſical; Ear, and a great Ge- 
nius, if another Mr. Cowley cou? ariſe, in 
another Age may bring it ta Perfection. In 
the mean time. tif etui 
2 Hugar vice cotis acuu m 
Keddere que ferrum valet, expers ipſa ſe-· 
can in 0 Ainet Anon 
nk e een ie e ieee ne 
I bope it will not be expected ſom me, 
that I ſhou'd ſay any thing of my Fellow 
undertakers in this Miſcellany. Some of 
them are too nearly related to me, to be 
commended without Suſpicion of Partiali- 
ty: Others 4 am ſure need it not; and the 
reſt ] have not perus d. To conclude, I am 
ſenſible that I have written this too ha- 
ſtily and too looſſy; I fear I haye been-te- 
dious, and Wbieb is worle, it comes out 
from the firſt Draughe, and uncarrected. 
This I grant is no Excuſe, ſor ix may be 
reaſonably. urg d, why did he not write; 
with more leiſure, or if he had it not, (x hich 
vas certainly my calc) Yu 6d he attempt to 
write on ſo nice a Subjee ? Tbe Objection 
is unanſwerable, but, in partiof Recom- 
ence, let me aſſure the Reader, that in 


7 
2 
* 


107 : einne wed mag mounten 


ſty Productions, he is ſure to meet With 
. 4 5 


* 


PREFACE. dir 


an Author's preſent Senſe, which cooler 
Thoughts wou'd poſſibly have diſguis'd. 
here is undoubtedly more of Spirit, 
though not of Judgment, in theſe uncor- 
rect Eſſays, and conſequently though my 
Hazard be the greater, yet the Reader's 
Pleaſure is not the leſs. 
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muſt obey: 
his Flecknoe found, who, like Auguſtus, 
IDES youn 
Was call'd to Empire, and had goyern'd 
1 long: | 
Proſe and Verſe, was own'd, without diſpute, 
hrough all the Realms of Non-ſenſe, abſolute. 
his aged Prince now flouriſhing in Peace, 
nd bleſt with Iſſue of a large Increaſe; of, 
orn out with buſineſs, dic at length debate 

o ſettle the Succeſſion of the Stat: 
nd pond'ring which of all his Sons was fit 
o Reign, and wage immortal War with Wit: J 
ry'd, Tis reſolv'd; for Nature pleads that He 

ould only rule; who moſt reſembles me: 
þ—— alone my perfect Image bears, 

ture in dulneſs from his tender years, 
þ—— alone, of all my Sons, is he, 

ho ſtands confirm'd in full ſtupidity. 
he reſt to ſome faint meaning make pretence, 
t'Sh—— never deviates into Senſe, 
dme Beams of Wit on other Souls may fall, 
rike through, and make a lucid interval; 
u SÞ——'s genuine night admits no ray, 
is riſing Fogs prevail upon the Day: 
Vo I. I. | B 
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Beſides, 
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Beſides, his goodly Fabrick fills the eye, 

And ſeems deſign'd for thoughtleſs Majeſty: . 
Thougghtleſs as Monarch Oaks, that ſhade the plain, 
And, ſpread in ſolemn ſtate, fupinely reign. Y 
Heywood and Shirley were but Types of thee, x 
Thou laſt great Prophet of Tauto ogy: 

Even I, a dunce of. more renown than they, 
Was ſent before but to prepare thy way : 

And courſly clad in Norwich Drugget came 

To teach the Nations in thy greater name. 

My warbling Lute, the Lute I whilom ſt 
When to King John of Portugal I ſung, 

Was but the prelude to that glorious day, 

W hen thou on ſilver Thames did'ſt cut thy way. 
With welktim'd Oars before the Royal Barge, 
Swell'd with the Pride of thy Celeſtial charge ; 
And big with Hymn, Commander of an Ho 
The like was neter in Epſom Blankets toſt. 
Methinks I ſee the new Arion ſail, _ 

The Lute till trembling underneath thy nail. 

At thy well-ſharpen'd thumb from Shore to Shore 
The Treble ſqueaks for fear, the Baſes roar: 
Ecchoes from Piſſing- Ally, Sh=— call, 

And % they reſound from Aſton-Hall. 

About thy Boat the little Fiſhes throng, 


{ 
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As at the morning Toaſt, that floats along, x B 
Sometimes as Prince of thy Harmonious band _ 
Thou weild'ſ thy e 56. in thy threſhing hand. | RB 
St. Andre's feet ne'er kept more equal time, 3 
Not ev'n the feet of thy own Pſyche's Rhime: | W 


Though they in number as-in ſenſe excel; 

So juſt, ſo like Tautology they fell, | 

That, pale with envy, Singleton forſwore =: 

The Lute and Sword which he in Triumph bore, . 

And ”_ — _ __ act Villerius 1 5 | 

Here ſto good old Sire; and wept for j | 

In Sans aaa... of the hopeful be 1 HS 

All Arguments, but moſt his Plays, perſuade, 

That for anointed dullneſs he was made, on 
my Clo 


"lol 


WW here infant Punks their tender Voices try, 


Pure Clinches the ſuburbian Muſe affords ; 
And Panton waging harmleſs War with words. 
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Cloſe to the Walls which fair Auguſta bind, 
(The fair Auguſta much to fears inclin'd) 
An ancient fabrick, rais'd t' inform the ſight, 
There ſtood of yore, and Barbican it hight: 
A Vatch- tower once; but now, ſo Fate ordain, 
Of all the Pile an empty name remains, 
From its old Ruins Brothel-houſes riſe, 
Scenes of lewd loves, and of polluted joys, 
Where their vaſt Courts the Mother-Strumpets keep, 
And, undiſturb'd by Watch, in filence ſleep. 
Near theſe a Nurſery erects its head, 
Where Queens are form'd, and future Heroes bred ; 
Where unfledg'd' Aﬀors learn to laugh and cry, 8 


— 
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And little Maximins the Gods defie. 

Great Fletcher never treads in Buskins here, 
Nor greater Johnſon dares in Socks appear. 
But gentle Simtin juſt reception finds 
Amidſt this Monument of yaniſh'd minds: 


Here Flecknoe, as a place to Fame well known, 
Ambitiouſly defign'd his SH——*s Throne, 
For ancient Decker propheſy'd long ſince, 8 


That in this Pile ſhould reign a mighty Prince, 
Born for a ſcourge of Wit, and flayl of Senſe: 
To whom true dulneſs ſhould ſome Pſyches owe, 
But Worlds of Miſers from his pen ſhould flow 
Humoriſts and Hypocrites it ſhould produce, 
Whole Raymond Families, and Tribes of Pryce, 
Now Empreſs Fame had publiſht the renown 
Of Sh — 's Coronation through the Town, 
Rows'd by report of Fame, the Nations meet, 
From near Buz-hill, and diſtant Watlins-ſtreet, 
No Perſian Carpets ſpread th' Imperial way, 
But ſcatter'd Limbs of mangled Poets lay: 
From duſty ſhops neglected Authors come, 
Martyrs of Pies, and Reliques of the Bum, 
Much Heywood, Shirly, Ocleby there lay, 
But loads of Sh almoſt choakt the Way, | 
| B 2 | Bilk'd 
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Bilk'd Stationers for Yeomen ſtood prepar'd, 

And H— was Captain of the Guard. 

The Hoary Prince in Majeſty appear'd. 

High on a Throne of his own Labours rear'd. 

At his right hand our young Aſcanius date, 

Romè's other hope, and Pillar of the State. 

His Brows thick fogs, inſtead of glories, grace, 

And lambent Dulneſs plaid around his face. 

As Hannibal did to the Altars come, 

Swore by his Sire a mortal Foe to Rome; 

So ShH—— ſwore, nor ſhould his Vow be vain, 

That he 'till Death true Dulneſs would maintain; 

And in his Father's right, and Realm's defence, 

Ne'er to haye Peace with Wit, nor truce with Senſe, 

The King himſelf the ſacred Union made, 

As King by Office, and as Prieſt by Trade: 

In his ſiniſter hand, inftead of Ball, 

He plac'd a mighty Mug of potent Ale; 

Love's Kingdom to his right he did convey, 

At once his Sceptre and his rule of Sway; 

Whoſe righteous Lore the Prince had practis'd young, 
And from whoſe Loyns recorded Pſyche ſprung. 

His Temples laſt with Poppies were o'er' — 

That nodding ſeem'd to conſgcrate his head. 

Juſt at the point of time, if Fame not lye, 

On his left hand twelye reverend Owls did fly, 

So Romulus, tis ſung, by Tyber's Brook, 

Preſage of Sway from twice ſix Vultures took, 

Th' admiring throng loud acclamations make, 

And Omens of his future Empire take. 

The Sire then ſhook the honours of his head, 

And from his Brows damps of oblivion ſhed 
Full on the filial dulneſs: Loos he ſtood, F 

Repelling from his Breaſt the raging God; 

At length burſt out in this prophetick mood : 


Heav'ns bleſs my Son, from Ireland let him reign 


To far Barbadoes on the Weſtern main; 
Of his Dominion may no end be known, 


And greater than his Father's be his Throne 


Beyond 
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Beyond Love's Kingdom let him ftretch his Pen; 
He paus'd, and all the People cry'd Amen. 

Then thus continu'd he, My Son, advance 

Still in new Impudence, new Ignorance, 

Succeſs let others teach, learn thou from me 
Pangs withour birth, and fruitleſs Induſtry. 

Let Virtuoſo's in five Years be writ; 
Yet not one Thought accuſe thy toyl of Wit. 
Let gentle George in triumph tread the Stage, 
Make Dorimant betray, and Loveit rage; 

= Let Cully, Cockwood, Fopling, charm the Pit, 
And in their folly ſhew the Writers wit. 

Yet till thy Fools ſhall ſtand in thy defence, 

And juftifie their Author's want of ſenſe. 

Let *em be all by thy own model made 
Of-dulneſs, and deſixe no foreign aid: 

That they to future ages may be known, 

Not Copies drawn, but Iſſue of thy own, 

Nay let thy men of Wit too be the ſame, 

All full of thee, and differing but in name; 

2, But let no alien S—dl—y interpoſe 

To lard with wit thy hungry Epſom proſe. 
And when falſe flowers of Rhetorick thou would'ſt cull, 
Truſt Nature, do not labour to be dull; 

But «write thy beſt, and top; and in each line, 

Sir Formal's oratory will be thine. 

Sir Formal, though unſought, attends thy quill, 
And does thy Northern Dedications fill. 

Nor let falſe friends ſeduce thy Mind to Fame, 
By arrogating Johnſon's Hoſtile name. 7 
Let Father Flecknoe fire thy Mind with Praiſe, 
And Unkle Ogleby thy Envy raiſe. 

0 Thou art my blood, where Johnſon has no part; 


What ſhare have we in Nature or in Art? 
= Where did his Wit on Learning fix a brand, 
on And rail at Arts he did not . 
Where made he love in Prince Nicander's vein, 
Or {wept the duſt in Pſyche's humble ſtrain ? 
Where ſold he Bargains, Whip-ſlitch, kiſs my Arſe, 
ond Promis'd a Play, and dwindled to a Farce! 
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When did his Muſe from Fletcher ſcenes 
As thou whole Eth'ridge doſt transfuſe to thine ? 
But ſo transfus'd as Oyl and Waters flow, 
His always floats above, thine ſinks below. 
This is thy Province, this thy wondrous way, 
New Humours to invent for each new Play: 
This is that boaſted Byaſs of thy Mind, 1 
By which one way, to Dulneſs, tis inclin'd. 
Which makes thy writings lean on one ſide ſtill, 
And in all ehanges that way bends thy will. 
Nor let thy mountain-belly make pretence 
Of likeneſs; thine's a tympany of ſenſe, 
A Tun of Man in thy large Bulk is writ, 
But ſure thou'rt but a Kilderkin of Wit, 
Like mine thy gentle numbers feebly creep, 
Thy Tragick Muſe gives ſmiles, oo ſleep. 
| _ With whate'er gall thou ſett'ſt thy to write, 
Thy inoffenſiye Satyrs never bite, 
In thy fellonious heart though Venom lies, 
It does but touch thy. Iriſh Pen, and dyes. 
Thy Genius calls thee not to purchaſe Fame 
In keen Iambicks, but mild ram: 
Leave writing Plays, and chuſe for thy command 
Some peaceful Province in Acroſtick Land. 
There thou may'ſt Wings diſplay and Altars raiſe, 
And torture one poor word ten thouſand ways. 
Or if thou would'ſt thy diff rent Talents ſait, 
Set thy own Songs, and ſing them to thy Lute. 
He ſaid, but his laſt words were ſcarcely heard, 
For Bruce and Longvil had a Trap prepar'd, 


And down they ſent the yet declaiming 
Sinking he left his Drugget Robe behind, 
Born upwards by a Subterranean wind. 


The Mantle fell to the young Prophet's 
bis ather's Arr, 


With double portion ther's Art, 
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Poem: Some will think it needs no Ex- 
cuſe; and others will receive none. The 
deſign, I am ſure, is honeſt : But he who draws bis 
Pen for one Party, muſt expett to make Enemies 
of the other. For, Wit and Fool, are C * men 
of ms and Tory: And every Man is a Knave 
Jer an Aſs to the contrary fide. There's @ Treaſu 
of Merits in the Phanatick Church, as well as in 
the Popiſh; and a Penuyworth to be had of Saint- 
Hip, 7 20 and Poetry, for the Lend, the Fadtions, 
and the Blockbeads : But the | longeſt Chapter in 
Denteronomy has net Curſes enough for an Anti- 
S Bromingham. My Comfort is, their manifeſt Pre- 
judice to my Canſe, will render their Fudgment of 
leſs Authority againſt me. Tet if a Poem have a 
Genius, it will force its own reception in the 
World. For there's a ſweetneſs in good Verſe, 
which Tickles even while it Hurts: And no Man 
4 3 1 can 


_ IS not my Intention to make an Apology for 
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can be heartily angry with Him, who pleaſes bim 
againſt his will. The Commendation of Adverſaries, 
is the greateſt Triumph of a Writer ; becauſe it 
never comes unleſs Extorted. But I can be ſatiſ- 
fied on more eafie terms: If I happen to pleaſe the 
more Moderate fort, I ſhall be ſure of an honeſt 
Party; and, in all probability, of the beſt Judges: 
For, the _ Concern'd are commonly the Teaft 
Corrupt. And I confeſs I have laid in for thoſe, by 
rebating the Satyr (where Fuftice would allow it) 
from carrying too ſharp an Edge. They who can 
Criticiſe ſo weakly, as to imagine I have done my 
Worſt, may be convinced at thitir own Coſt, that 1 
can urite Severely, with more 27 Lean Gently. i 
I have bat laugh'd at ſome Mens Follies, when I 
could have declaim'd againſt their Vices : And 0. 
ther Mens Virtues I have commended, as freely as I 
have tax d their Crimes, Aud now, if van are 4 
Malicious Reader, I expe 2 ſhould return g 
me, that I affed to be thought more — an 
4 am. Bui if Men are not to be judg d by their 
Profeſſions, God. forgive you Commonwealth's- 
Men for Projeſſing fo planſibly for the Government. i 
Tau cannot be ſo Unconſcionable as ta charge me for 
uot ſubſcribing of my Name; for that 8 
20% groſiy upon your own Party, who ue ur dare; 
#haugh they have the advantage of a Fury to ſecure || 
tbem. ow lite nat my Poem, the fault may Pop . 
2 in my Writing : (though tic hard. for an Au- 
thor to judge againſt himſelf.) But ware 2 
tis in your Morals, which caunot bear the Truth of 
it. The Violent, on both ſides, will condemn the 
Character of Abfalom, as either too. favourably, or 
uo hardly drawn. But ar, are not the [lent 
ubm I deſire to pleaſe. The fault, an the: right 


band, is to Extenuate, Palliate, and Iudulge; 65 


| To the Ba DER Tr 
» confeſs freely, ] have endravonred to commit ir. 
| Rs 7 which I owe his Birtb, I have 
A greater for his Heroic Virtmes; and David him- 
coal not be more tender of the young Man's 
= Life, than I world be ef bis Reputation. ' But 
zue the moſt excellent Natwyes are alwayr the moſt 
cafe; and, as being ſuth, are the ſew perverted 
by ill Counſelr, eſpecially when: baited with Fame 
aud Glory; tis no more a wonder that he withſtood 
ot the temptations of Achitophel, than it was for 
Adam, wot to have reſiſted the two Devils, the Ser- 
ent and the Woman. The Concluſion of the Story 
= purpoſely forbore to proſecute; becauſe I cou'd not 
obtain from my ſelf, io ſhew Abſalom Unfortunate. 
De Frame of i was cut ont but for a Picture to 
the Waſte; and if the Draught be ſo far true, tis 
as much as 1 defign'd. | 
Were I the Inventor; who' am only the Hiſtorian, 
1 ſhould. certamly” conclude the Piece, with zbe 
Recoucilement of Abſalom 0 David. And, who 
knows bus this may come to paſs? Things were not 
brought to aw Extremity where I left the Story: 
7 here ſeems, yet, to be room left for a Compoſure ; 
ereafter, there may be only for Pity. I have not 
0 much as an uncharitable Wit againſt Achitophel, 
Leut am content to be accns'd of a good-natur d 
Error, and to hope with Origen, that the Devil 
himſelf may at laſt be ſaved. For which reaſon, in 
this Poem, be is neitber brought t0 ſet his Houſe 
order, nor to diſpoſe of his Perſon afterwards as 
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he in Wiſdom fhall think fit. God it infinitely mer- 
7 ia: And his Vicegerem is ouly not ſo, — be 


s not Infinite. 

The true end of Satyr, is the amendment of Vices 
correction. And be who writes Honeſtly, is no 
more au Enemy to the Offender, than the PI cian 
| | f 10 
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to the Patient, when he preſcribes harſh Remedies 
to an inveterate Diſeaſe; for thoſe are only in order 
to prevent the Chirurgeon's work of an Enſe re- 
ſeindendum, which I wiſh not to my very Ene. 
mies. To conclude all; If the Body Politick bave 
any Analogy to the Natural, in my weak Judgment, 
an Act of Oblivion were as neceſſary in a Hot, 
Diſtemper d State, as an Opiate world be in a 
Raging Fever. = 
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o the unknown Aur Ho R of this 
excellent PO E M. 
AK E it as earneſt of a Faith renew'd, 


Your Theme is vaſt, your Verſe divinely good 
Where, tho' the Nine their beauteous ſtroaks qe 


And the turn'd Lines on golden Anvils beat, 
lt looks as if they ſtrook em at a heat. ; 
so all ſerenely Great, ſo juſt refin'd, 8 


n R . — — = 
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Like Angels Love to Human Seed inclin'd, 
It ſtarts a Giant, and exalts the Kind, 
'Tis Spirit ſeen, whoſe fiery Atoms roul, 

o brightly fierce, each Syllable's a Soul. 

' ris minature of Man, but he's all Heart; 
"Tis. what the World would be, but wants the Art; 
To whom ev'n the Phanaticks Altars raiſe, 

Bow in their own deſpite, and grin your Praiſe. 

As if a Milton from the Dead aroſe, © 

Fil'd off the Ruſt, and the right Party choſe. 

Nor, Sir, be ſhock'd at what the Gloomy ſay, 

Turn not your Feet too inward, nor too ſplay. 

'Tis Gracious all; and Great: Puſh on your Theme, 
Lean your griey'd Head on David's Diadem. 
David, that rebel Iſrael's Envy mov'd | 
David, by God and all good Men beloy'd. 

The Beauties of your Abſalom excel! 

But more the Charms of charming Annabel; 

Of Annabel, than May's firſt Morn more bright, 
Chearful as Summer's Noon, and chaſt as Winter's 
Of Annabel, the Muſes deareſt Theme; [Night. 
Of Annabel, the Angel of my Dream. 25 
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Thus let a broken Eloquence attend, 
And to your Maſter- piece theſe Shadows ſend. 
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To the Unknown Avr non of this 


Thought, Rates my Sin, the boaſted fire 

I Of Poets Souls did long ago expire; 5 
Of Folly or of Madneſs did accuſe 
The wretch that thought himfelf { with Muſe; 
Laugh'd at the God within, that did inſpire 
With more than human thoughts the tuneful Quire; 
But ſure 'tis more than . or the Dream 
Of Rhimers ſlumb' ring by the Muſes ſtream. 

Some livelier Spark of Heav'n, and more refin'd 
From earthly droſs, fills the great Poet's Mind. 
Witneſs theſe 2 and immortal Lines, | 
Through each of which th' informing Genius ſhines, 
Scarce a diviner Flame inſpir'd the ng; . 

Of whom thy Muſe does to ſublimely ſing. 

Not David's felf could in a nobler Verſe 
His gloriouſly offending Son rehearſe, 

Tho” in his Breaſt the Prophet's Fury met, 

The Father's Fondneſs, and the Poet's Wit. 
Here all conſent in Wonder and in Praiſe, 

And to the Unknown Poet Altars raiſe. 

Which thou muſt needs accept with equal joy, 

As when Æueas heard the Wars of Troy, | 
(Wrapt up himfelf in darkneſs and unſeen) 
Extoll'd with Wonder by the Tyrian Queen. 
Sure thou already art ſeeure of Fame, 

Nor want'ſt new Glories to exalt thy Name: 
What Father elſe would have refus'd to own 
So great a Son as God-like Abſalom? | 


R. Duke, 
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Av of this 
incomparable PO E M. 


All Heay'n-born Muſe! hail ev*ry Sacred page! 


1 The, Glory of our Iſle and of our Age. 
rr infpiring Sun to Albion draws more nigh, 8 


— A ed 


WT he North at length teems with a work, to vie 

ith Homer's Flame and Virgil's Majeſty. 

While Pindus' lofty Heights our Poet ſought, 

Nis raviſht Mind with vaſt Idea's fraught 

Nur Language fail'd beneath his riſing Thought; 

WT his checks not his Attempt, for Maro's Mines 

Wc dreins of all their Gold, to adorn his Lines: 8 

W hrough each of which the Mantuan Genius ſhines. 

he Rock obey'd the pow'rful Hebrew Guide, 

er flinty Breaſt diſſolv d into a Tide: 

hus on our ſtubborn Language he prevails, 

ind makes the Helicon in W ich he "la 

he Diale&, as well as Senſe, invents, -' 

Ind, with his Poem, a new Speech preſents. 

lail then thou matchleſs Bard, thou Great Unknown, 

hat give your Country Fame, yet ſhun your own! 

Wn vain— for ev'ry-where your Praiſe you find, 

Wand not to meet it you muſt ſhun Mankind. 

our Loyal Theme each Loyal Reader draws, 

ad ev'n the Factious give your Verſe applauſe, 

WV hoſe lightning ſtrikes to ground their Idol cauſe. 

he Cauſe for whoſe dear ſake they drank a Flood 

df Civil Gore, nor ſpar'd the Royal Blood: 

he Cauſe whoſe Growth to cruſh, our Prelates wrote 

n vain, almoſt in vain our Hero's fought. 

et by one Stab of your keen Satyr dies : 

zefore your Sacred Lines their ſhatter'd Dagon lies. 
Oh! If unworthy we appear to know 

The Sire, to whom this lovely Birth we owe: 
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Deny'd our ready Homage to expreſs, 
Na Fo at beſt * — gueſs: ) 
This hope remains, — May Davida s God-like Mind, 
For him 'twas wrote) the unknown Author find: 
d, having found, ſhow'r equal Favours down 
On Wit 1 Taſ as s cou'd oblige a Crown. 
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AND 


IK CHITOPHEL 

N pious Times, ere Prieſt-eraft did begin, 

if Ws Before Polygamy was made a Sin; 

WIE When Man on many multiply'd his kind, 

WS Ere one to one was, curſi ly, confin'd : 

When Nature prompted,” and no Law 
deny d | 

uſe of Concubine and Bride; 

Then, Iſrael's Monarch, after Heav'n's own. heart, 

His vigorous warmth did variouſly impart | 

To Wives and Slaves: and, wide as his Command, 

Scatter'd his Maker's Image through the Land. 

Michal, of Royal Blood, the Crown did wear; 

A Soil ungrateful to the Tiller's Care: 

Not ſo the reſt; for ſeveral Mothers bore 

To God-like David ſeveral Sons before. 

But, fince like Slaves his Bed they did aſcend, 

No true Succeſſion could their Seed attend, 

Of all the numerous Progeny was none 

30 Beautiful, ſo Brave as Abſalom : 

Whether, . inſpir'd by ſome diviner Luſt, 

His Father got him with a greater Guſt: 


18 AssATLoeMH n ACHITOPHEL, 
1 that his conſcious Deſtiny made way, 
e — to Imperial Sway. 4 
2 eign Fields he won Renown, - 
5 8 2 States Ally'd to Iſrael's Crown: 
1 Peace che thoughts of ar he 3 remove, 
And ſeem'd as wax were only born for Love. 
Whate'er he did, was done with ſo much eaſe, 
In him alone twas Natural to pleaſe : 
His Motions all accompany'd with grace; 
And Paradiſe was LF in his face. 
Wirh ſecret Joy, indulgent David view'd 
His youthful Image in his Son renew'd : 
To all his wiſhes nothing he deny'd; 
And made the Charming Annuabe his Bride, 
What faults he had (for who from faults is free?) 
His Father cou'd not, or he wout'd not” ſee. 
Some warm exceſſes, which the Law forbore, 
Were conſtru'd Youth that purg'd by boiling o der: 
And Amnon's Murther, by a ſpecious Name, 4 
Was. call'd a juſ Revenge for injur'd Fame. 4 
Thus prais'd, and loy'd, che noble Youth remain d. 
While David undiſturb'd in Sion reign d. 4 
But life can never be fincerely bleſt: 
Heav'n puniſhes the bad, and proves the beſt. | 
The Jews, a Headftrong, Moody, 2 ring race, 
As ever try'd th extent and ftretch of = | 3 
God's pamper'd People, whom, debauch'd with aſs, 


No King cou'd govern, nor no God cou'd pleaſe; = 


had try'd of every ſhape and fize, 
That God-{miths couꝰ'd produce, or Prieſts deviſe 1 
Theſe Adan-wits, too ortunately free, 
Began to dream they wanted Liberty, 
And when no rule, no-precedent was found, 
Of Men, by. Laws lefs cireurnſerib'd and bound ; 
They led their wild defires to Woods and Caves; 
And thought chat all but Savages were Slaves. 
They who, when Saul was dead, — a blow, 
Made fooliſh 1ſboſheth the Crown f 
Who baniſh'd David did from Hebron 
And with a general ſhout, proclaim'd' him K ig; i 1 
*. 0 


An$SALOM ad ACHITOPAEL. 19 
ole very Jews, who, at their very beſt, 


eir Humour more than Lo expreſt, . 
b, wonder'd why, ſo long, they had obey'd 

2 Idol-Monarch which _ _ had — — : 
ought they niight ruin him t cou'd create 
. e HE Golden Calf a State. | 

t theſe were random bolts: No form'd Defign, 
r Intereſt made the Factious Crowd to joyn : 
e ſober part of 1/rael, free from ſtain, 
ell knew the value of a peaceful Reign; 
nd, looking backward with a wiſe e 
v ſeams of wounds, diſhoneſt to the fight : 
contemplation of whoſe 2 Scars, 
ey curſt the memory of Civil Wars. 

e Moderate ſort of Men, thus qualify'd, 
Nalin'd the Ballance to the better fide : 
ad David's mildacſs manag'd it ſo well, 
e Bad found no occaſion to Rebel. 

Nit, when to Sin our byaſs'd Nature leans, 
Ihe careful Devil is ſtill at hand with means; 
nd providently Pimps for ill deſires; | 

he Good Old Cauſe reyiv'd, a Plot requires, 
ots, true or falſe, are neceſfary things, 

Jo raiſe up Common-wealths,. and ruin Kings. 

== Th' Inhabitants of Old Jeraſalem 

ere Jebuſtes the Town fo call'd from them; 
Ind theirs the Native right — Sl e 
tt when the choſen People more ſtrong, 
he rightful Cauſe: at length — the wrong : 
Ind every loſs the Men of Jabur bore, 
hey ſtill were thought God's Enemies the more. 
W bus, worn and weaken'd, well or ill content, 
mit they muſt, to David's Government: 


Wn poveriſht and depriy'd of all Command, 
heir Taxes. doubled as they loft their Land; 
nd, what was harder yet to fleſh and blood, 
W heir Gods diſgrac'd, and burnt like common wood. 
his ſet the Heathen Prieſthood in a flame, 
or Prieſts of all Religions are the ſame, 
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20 AB$SALOM\and Achfror REI. 
Of whatſoeꝰ er deſcent their Godhead be, 

Stock, Stone, or other homely Pedigree, 

In his Defence his Servants are as bold, 

As if he had been born of beaten Gold. 

The Jewiſh Rabbins, though their Enemies, 

In this conclude them honeſt Men and wiſe: 

For 'twas their Duty, all the learned think, 

T' eſpouſe his Cauſe by whom they eat and drink, 
From hence began that Plot, the Nation's Curſe, 
Bad in it ſelf, but repreſented worſGQ. 
Rais'd in extremes, and in extremes decry'd; 
With Oaths affirm'd, with dying Vows deny'd. 
Not weigh'd, or winnow'd by the Multitude; 

But Grallow'd in the Maſs, unchew'd and crude, 
Some Truth there was, but daſht and brew'd with Lie 
To pleaſe the Fools, and puzzle all the Wile, 
Succeeding Times did equal Folly call, 
Believing nothing, or believing all. 

Th' Zgyptian Rites the Jebuſites embrac'd ; - 
Where Gods were recommended by their taſte. 
Such ſay'ry Deities muſt needs be good, | 
As ſerv'd at once for Worſhip and for Food. 
By force they could not introduce theſe Gods; 
For Ten to One, in former days, was odds. 

So Fraud was us'd, (the Sacrificer's Trade,) 
Fools are more hard to conquer than perſuade, 
Their buſie Teachers mingled with the Jews; | 
And rak'd for Converts,” even the Court and Stews: 
Which Hebrew Prieſts the more unkindly took, 
Becauſe the Fleece accompanies the Flock. ; 
Some thought they God's Anointed meant to ſlay 
By Guns, invented ſince full many a day: 
Our Author ſwears it not, but who can know 
How far the Devil and Jebuſites may go ? 

This Plot, which fail'd for want of common Senſe, 
Had yet a deep and dangerous Conſequence : 
For as when raging Fevers boil the Blood, 
The ſtanding Lake ſoon floats into a Flood; 
And ev'ry hoſtile Humour, which before 
Slept quiet in its Channels, bubbles o' er: 
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Ass ALou and ACHITOPHEL, 171 
ſeveral Factions, from this firſt Ferment, bY 

ork up to Foam, and threat the Government, 
e by their Friends, more by themſelves thought 
pos d, the Power, to which they could not riſe. [wiſe, 
e had in Courts been great, and thrown from thence, 

e Fiends, were harden'd in Impenitence. | 
e, Aby their Monarch's fatal merey grown, 

dm pardon'd Rebels, Kinſmen to the Throne; 

ere rais'd in Pow'r and Publick Office high: 

ong Bands, if Bands ungrateful men cou'd tye. 
theſe the falſe Achitophel was firſt : at 

Name to all fucceeding Ages curſt. 

r cloſe Deſi 
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ns, and crooked; Counſels fits 1. 
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pacious, Bold, and Turbulent of Wit; , 


. 


ſtleſs, unfixt in Principles and Place; 
Pow'r unpleas'd, impatient of Diſgrace. 
fiery Soul, which working out its way, 
Wetted the Pigmy-Body to decay; | 
ad o'cr-inform'd. the Tenement of Clay. 
Wy daring Pilot in extremity + +1 + VARs + | 
cas'd with the Danger, when the Waves went high: 
Fc ſought the Storms: But for a Calm unfit, 
WT ould ſteer too nigh the Sands, to boaſt his wit. 
Feat Wits are ſure to madneſs near ally'd, 
ad thin Partitions do their Bounds divide; . | 
Mc, why ſhould he, with Wealth and Honour bleſt, 
fuſe his Age Vie needful Hours of .Reſt ? 
Waniſh a Bo 1 he cou'd not pleaſe, 
nkrupt of Life, yet Prodigal of eaſe? 
Wd all to leave, What with his Toil he won, 
chat unfeather'd, two- legg'd thing, a Son: 
r. while his Soul did hudd]'d Notions try; 
ad born a ſhapeleſs Lump, like Anarchy. 
Bey, 4-4 implacable in Hate: 
f-ly'd to Ruin or to Rule the State. 
Wo compaſs this, the Triple Bond he broke: 
Dee Pillars of the Publick Safety ſhook : 
a fitted 1/rael for a Foreign Yoke, | 
hen, ſeiz'd with Fear, yet ſtill affecting Fame, 
ſurp'd a Patriot's All-atoning Name, 5 


80 


22 Antatom ard ACHITOPHEL. 


So eaſy ſtill it proves in Factious Times, ; 
With ick Zeal to cancel private Crimes: | 
How ſafe is Treaſon, and how ſacred Hl, 3 
Where none can fin againſt the Peoples Will! 1 
Where Crouds can wink; and no be know 
Since in another's Guilt they find their own. a 
| Yet, Fame deſery'd, no Enemy ean grudge ; 
The Stateſman. we abhor,' but praife the Judge. 
In 7 Fn Courts ne*er ſet an Abberhdin _ 
With more diſcerning Eyes, or Hands more clean, 
Vnbrib'd, unſ the wretched to redreſs ; : 
Swift of Diſpatch, and eafy of Acceſs, 
Oh, had: he been content to ſerve the Crown, 
With Virtues only proper to the Gown; «© 
Or, had the Sure # + of the Soil been freed 
From Cockle, that oppreſt the Noble Seed: 
David, for him his tuneful Harp had 
And Heay'n had wanted one Immortal So 
But wild Ambition loves to ſlide, not ſtand; 
_— Ice prefers: to NEE Land: 
Arhitophel, grown weary to 5 
A lawful Fame, and lazy AY 
Diſdain'd: the Golden Fruit to gather free, 
And lent the Croud his Arm to ſhake the Free. 
Now, manifeſt of Crimes, contriv'd long ſince, 
He ſtood at bold Defiance with his Prince: 
Held up the Buckler of the Peoples Cauſe, | 
Againſt the Crown; and ſculle&d behind the Laws. 
The wiſh'd occaſion: of the Plot he takes; 
Some Circumſtances finds, but more he makes. 
By buzzing Emiſſaries, fills the ears 
Of liſtning Cxouds, with Jealouſies and Fears 
Of Arbitrary Counſels brought to light, 
And proves the King himſelf a Jebuſire. 
Weak Arguments! which yet he knew full well, 
Were ſtrong with People eaſie to Rebel. 
For, govern'd by the Moon, the giddy Jews * 
Fread the ſame Track when ſhe the Prime renew 
And once in twenty years, their Scribes record, ⁵⁶ 
By natural Inſtinct they change their Lor. 
Achitopl 
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—_ he ſtil] wants a Chief, and none 
as found ſo fit as Warlike Ahſalom. 
ot, that he wiſh'd his greatneſs to create, 
or Politicians neither love nor hate:) 
„ for he knew, his Title not allow'd, 
Wy ould keep him ſtill depending on the Croud: 
What Kingly pow'r, thus ebbing out, might be. 
Wrawn to the Dregs of a Demacracy, 
Wim he attempts, with ſtudied Arts to pleaſe, 
a ſheds bis Venom in ſuch words as theſe. 
Auſpicious Prince, at whoſe Natwity  - 
ume Royal Planet ruPd the Southern: Sy; 
=) e Country's Darling and Deſire; 
Wheic cloudy Pillar, and their guardian Lire: 
Heir ſecond. Moſes, whoſe extended Wand 
4 1 $096, and ſhews the 3 Land: 
Wy hoſe dawning Day, in every diſtant Age, 
as e Sacred. Prophet's rage: 
he People's Pray'r, the. glad Diyinar's Theme, 
he young mens. Viſion, and the old mens Dream? 
hee, Saviour, Thee; the Nation's Vows: confeſs; 
Ind, never. ſatisfy'd with ſeeing, bleſs : 
rift, unbeſpoken Pomps —— proclaim, 
ad ſtammering Babes are taught to liſp thy Name. 
3 ow hug wilt thau the general Joy detain, 
arve, and defraud the People of Reign? 
Hontent ingloriouſly. to. paſs thy days 
like one of Virtue's Fools that feeds' on Praiſe; 
in thy freſu Glories, Which now ſuine ſo bright, 
row ſtale, and tarnifh. with our daily fight, 
elieve me, Royal Youth, thy Fruit mult be 
r gather'd Ripe, or rot upon the Tree. 
eav'n has ta all allotted, ſoon or late, 
me lucky Revolution of their Fate: 
= hoſe Motions, if we watch: and guide with Skill, 
For human, Good depends on human Will,) 
ur Fortune rolls, as from a ſmooth deſcent, 
rd from the firſt Impreſſjon, takes the Bent: 
Wt, if unſeiz'd, ſhe glides away like wind; 
ind leaves repenting Folly far behind. 
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24 AnrSAtom and ACHITOPHEL: 
Now, now ſhe: meets you with a glorious prize, 
And ſpreads her Locks before her as ſhe flies. 
Had thus Oid David, from whoſe Loins you ſpring, 

Not dar'd, when Fortune call'd him, to be King, 
At Gath an Exile he might ſtill remain; 
And Heav'n's 13 Oil had been in vain. 
Let his ſucceſsful Vouth your hopes ingage; 
But ſhun th' example of Declining Age: 
Behold him ſetting in his Weſtern Skies, 
The Shadows lengthning as the Vapours riſe, 2 
He is not now, as when on Jordan's Sand 2 
The joyful People — to ſee him Land, d 
Cov'ring the Beech, and blackning all the Strand : 
But like the Prince of Angels from his height, 
Comes tumbling downward with diminiſh'd light : 
Betray'd by one poor Plot to publick Scorn : 
(Our only bleſſing ſince his curſt Return) 
Thoſe heaps of People which one Sheaf did bind, 
Blown of. and ſcatter'd by a puff of Wind. 
What ſtrength can he to your Deſigns oppoſe, 
Naked of Friends, and round beſet with bes: 
If Pharaoh's doubtful Succour he ſhould uſe, 
A Foreign Aid wou'd more incenſe the Jews : 
Proud Egypt wou'd diſſembled Friendſhip bring; 
Foment he War, but not ſupport the King; 
Nor wou'd the Royal Py e'er unite 
With Pharaoh's Arms, t'aſſiſt the Jebuſite; 
Or if they ſhou'd, their Int'reſt ſoon wou'd break, 
And, with ſuch odious Aid, make David weak. 
All ſorts of men, w my ſucceſsful Arts, 
Abhorring Kings, eſtrange their alter'd Hearts 
From David's Rule: And 'tis their general Cry, 
Religion, Common-wealth, and Liberty. | 
If you, as Champion of the Publick Good, 
Add to their Arms a Chief of Royal Blood, 
What may not 1/rael hope, and what Applauſe 
Might ſuch a Gen'ral gain by ſuch a Cauſe ? 
Not barren Praiſe alone, that Gaudy Flow'r, 
Fair only-to the ſight, but ſolid Pow'r : 
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ad nobler is a limited Command, 1 
WGiv'n by the Love of all your Native Land, 
WT han a ſucceſſive Title, Long and Dark, 
rawa from the Mouldy Rolls of Noah's Ark. 
= What cannot Praiſe effect in mighty Minds, 
WW hen Flattery ſooths, and when Ambition blinds! 
eſire of Pow'r, on Earth a Vitious Weed; - | 
Net, ſprung from High, is of Cœleſtial Seed: 
n God 'tis Glory: And when Men aſpire, 
is but a Spark too much of Heav'nly Fire. 
h' Ambitious Youth, too Covetous of Fame, 
oo full of Angel's Metal in his Frame; BY 
nwarily was led from Virtue's way; 
ade drunk with Honour, and debauch'd with Praiſe, 
Halt loath, and half conſenting to the Ill, 
For Royal Blood within him ſtruggled ſtill) 
ile thus reply'd. -—-- And what Pretence have I 
o take up Arms for Publick Liberty? 

Father governs with unqueſtion'd Right: 
1e Faith's Defender, and Mankind's Delight: 
ood, Gracious, Juſt, obſervant of the Laws 
Ind Heav'n by Wonders has eſpous'd his Cauſe. 
hom has he wrong'd in all his peaceful Reign 2 
ho ſues for Juſtice to his Throne in vain? 
bat Millions has he pardon'd of his Foes, 
BY hom juſt 1 did to his Wrath expoſe ? 
Wild, Eaſie, Humble, Studious of our Good] 
nclin'd to Mercy, and averſe. from Blood. 
Mildneſs ill with Stubborn Iſrael ſuit,' + / | ; 
is Crime is God's beloved Attribute. 
bat could he gain, his People to betray, 

r change his Right, for arbitrar Sway? 
Wet Aug Pharaoh curſe with. ſuch a Reign 
is fruitful Nile, and Yoak a ſervile Train; 
David's Rule Jeruſalem diſpleaſe, nn s# 7 
ne Dog-tar heats their Brains to this Diſeaſe. 
hy then ſhould I, encouraging the Bad, | 
urn Rebel, and run popularly mad? 
ere he a Tyrant who, by Lawleſs Might, | 
ppreſt the Jews, 'and-rais'd. the Jebuſitt t.. 
V 0 I. ; | C 5 / Welt 
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Well might I mourn; but Nature's holy bands 

Wou'd curb my Spirits, and reſtrain my Hands : 

The People. might affert cheir Liberty; 

But what was Right in them, were Crime in me. 

His Favour leaves me nothing to require ; 

Prevents: my Wiſhes, and out- runs Deſire; 

What more can I expect while David lives ? 

All but his Kingly: Diadem he gives: 

And that--- But here he paus'd; then ighing, laid. 

Is juſtly deftin'd for a orthier Head, 

For when my Father from bis Toils ſhall reſt, 

And late Augment che Number of the Hleſt: 

His Lawful Iſſue fall the Throne afeerd; 

Or the r br where _— end. 

His Brother, Oppreſt wit ve Kh, r. 

Yet dauntleſs, mid ſecure of Native 

Of every Royal Virme ſtands | 

Still dear to all che Braveſt, 7 eſt. 

His Courage * his Friends his Truth — 3 

His Loyaky „the World his Fame; 

His Nen an Seder ding Crowd wilt find ; 
For ſure he comes of a Forgiving Kind, 

Why ſhould I chen repine at Heaven's Decree , 

Which gives me no Pretence to Royalty? 

Yet oh 5 Fare, propitiouſfy inclin'd, | 

Had rais*& my Birth, of lad 2 Mind, 

To my large Soul not all her Treaſure lem, 

And t en betray d it to a meaty Deſcent. 

I find, I find my mounting Spirits bold, | 
And David's Part diſdains wy Mother's Mold. 
Why am I fcanted by a niggard 'Birthe? © | 

My Soul diſclaims the Kindred of her Earth; 
And, made. for Empire, whiſpers me within, 
Deſire of Greatneſs is a God-like Sin,” 6 


Him ſtagg ering ſo when Hell's dire Agent found, N 
x irtue ſcarce maintain'd her Ground, 
urs fre 3 in, and thus re — yeh | 
Eternal G0 pemely Good ile, 
pars nr aſe yo ions Gifts 3 | 
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A 2ainſt your Will your Arguments have ſhown 2 
ach Virtue's only given to guide a Throne. 

Not that your Fathier's Mildneſs 1 contemn 5 

aut manly Force becomes the Diadem. 
Tis true, he grants the People all they crave; 
and more perhaps than Subjects ought to have: 
For Laviſh Grants ſyppoſe a Monarch tame, 
And more his, Goodneſs than his Wit proclaim. q 
zut when ſhould People ſtrive their Bonds to break, 
Ie not when Kings are negligent or weak? 
et him give on, till he can, give no more, 
he Thrifty Sanhedrin ſhall keep him poor: 
And every Shekel which he can. receive, 
WS hall, coſt a Limb of his Prerogative. 


, * 


ro piy lum wich new Plots, ſhall be my Care; 


\ Dr plunge him dee in ſome expenſive War; 
WW hich when his Treafure can no more ſupp > 
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he next Succeſſor, whom I fear and hate, 
My Arts have made obnoxious. to the State; 
WT urn'd all his Virtues to his Oyerthrow, _ _ 
ad gain'd our Elders to pronouce a oe. 
His Right, for Sums of neceſſary Gold. 
WS hall firſt be Pawn'd, and afterwards be Sold; 
Till Time ſhall eyer-wanting David draw, 
To paſs your doubtful Title into Laws 
If not; the People haye a Right Supreme, - 8 
o make their Kings; for Kings are made for them. 

A Empire is no more than Pow'r in Truſt: 
WV hich when reſum'd, can be no longer Jul, _ 
ucceſſion, for the general Good defign'd, 8 
Wn its own Wrong a Nation cannot bind: 
If altering that the People can relieve, 
Better one ſuffer than a Nation grieve. Toy 

he Jews well know their Pow'r: ere Saul they choſe, 

God was their King, and God they durſt Depoſe. 
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Urge now your Piety, your Filial Name, 

A Father's Right, and Fear of future fame; 
The Publick Good, that Univerſal Call, 
To which even Heay'n ſubmitted, anſwers all, 
Nor let his Love enchant your generous Mind; 
'Tis Nature's Trick to propagate her Kind, 
Our fond Begetters, who would never die, 
Love but themſelves in their Poſterity, _ 

Or let his Kindneſs by th" Effects be, try'd, - 

Or let him lay his vain Pretence afide,. . 
God ſaid he (va your Father; could he bring - 
A better Proof, than to Anoint him King? 
It ſurely ſhew'd he ley'd the Shepherd well, 


Who gave ſo fair a Flock as Iſrael, - r 
Would David have you thought his Darling Son? 
What means he then to Alienate the Crown? 
The name of Godly he may bluſh to bear; 
'Tis after God's own. Heart to Cheat his Heir, 
He to his Brother gives Supreme Command; 
To you a Legacy, of Barren Land: er 
Perhaps th' old Harp on which he thrums his Lays; 
Or ſome dull Hebrew Ballad in your Praiſe, 
Then the next Heir, a Prince Severe and Wiſe, 
Already looks on you with Jealous Eyes; _ 
Sees through the thin Diſguiſes of your Arts, 
And marks your Progreſs in the Peoples Hearts. 
Though now his mighty Soul its Grief contains; 
He meditates Revenge who leaſt complains. 
And like a Lion, ſlumbring in the way, 
Or Sleep diſſembling, while he waits his Prey, 
His fearleſs Foes within his diſtance draws ; 
Conſtrains his Roaring, and contracts his Pays : 
Till at the laſt, his time for Fury found, , 
He ſhoots with ſudden Vengeance from the Ground: 
The Proftrate Vulgar paſles o'er, and ſpares, | 
But with a Lordly Rage his Hunters tears. | 
Your Caſe 'no tame Bet edients will afford: 
Reſolve on Death, or Conqueſt by the Sword, 
Which for no leſs a Stake than Life you draw; 
And Self- defence is Nature's Eldeſt Law. 1 
WWW a enn 
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Leave the warm Peaple no N. time: 

For then Rebellion may be thought a Crime. 

Prevail your ſelf of what Occaſion gives, 

But try your Title while your Father lives: 

And, that your Arms may have a fair Pretence, 
Proclaim, you take them in the King's Defence: 

y hoſe Sacred Life each minute would expoſe | 
o Plots, from ſeeming Friends, and ſecret Foes. 
And who can ſound the depth of David's Soul ?. 
WP crhaps his Fear, his Kindneſs may Controul. | 
Nee fears his Brother, though he loves his Son, 
or plighted Vows too late to be undone.. 

f ſo, by Force he wiſhes to be gain'd : 3 
like Women's Leachery to ſeem conſtrain d. 
WDoubt not: but, when he:moſt affects the Frown,. . 
WCommit a pleaſing Rape upon the CrowũWW m.. 
ecure his Perſon to ſecure your Cauſe,” © 

WT hey who poſſeſs the Prince, poſſeſs the Laws. 

= He ſaid, and this Advice above the reſt, 

WV ith Abſalom's Mild Nature ſuited beſt ; 

WW oblam'd of Life (Ambition ſet afide,) 

Not ſtain'd with Cruelty, nor puft with Pride. 

dw happy had he been, if Deſtin x 

ad higher placed his Birth, or not ſo bigh!“ 

is Kingly Virtues might have claim'd a Throne; 
nd bleſt all other Countries but his own. | 
Nut charming Greatneſs ſince ſo few refuſe; 

WT is juſter to Lament him, than Accuſe. 

Wtrong were his Hopes a Rival to remove, 

ith Blandiſhments to gain the publick Love; 

o head the Faction whale the Zeal was hor,. 

ind popularly proſecute the Plot. | ' A 
0 5 this, Achitophel unites | 3 
: he Male-contents of all the 1fraebites: 

WW hoſe differing Parties he could wiſely join, 

or ſeyeral Ends, to ſerve the ſame Deſign. 

he Beſt, and of the Princes ſome were ſuch, 

Vho thought the Pow'r of Monarchy too much: 

iſtaken Men, and Patriots in their Hearts; | 
at wicked, but ſeduc'd by impious Arts. | 
ye i C 3 By- 
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By theſe the $ of Property were bent, 
And wound hieß. they 9 the Government. 
The next for e 2.814 t'embroil the State, 
To ſell their Duty at a _dearer rate 
And make their Jewiſh Markets ** the Throne; 
FPretending Publick Good, to ſerve their w n, 
Others thought Kings an uſeleſs heavy Load, 
Who coſt too much, and did too little Good. 
"Theſe were for laying honeſt David by, 
On Principles of pure good Husbandry. 
With * join'd all th' Haranguers of the Throng, 
That thought to get Preferment by the Tongue. 
Who tollow next, a double Danger brings. 
Not only, 2 David, but the King; 
The Sal ; well vers d of 0 
In Go 7 Faltion and in 9 bold Tek 
Cowring at a wror's 
But loft 21 r ors | 
Saw wit Diſlain an Ethnick Plot begun, 
And ſcorn'd by Jebufites.to be 5 
Hot Levites Headed theſe; who pull'd before 
From th* Ark, which, in the Judges days they bore, 
Reſum'd their Cant, and with a Zealous Cry, 
Purſu'd their old beloy'd Theocracy, 
Where Sanhedrin and Prieſt enſlayed the Nation, 
And juſtified their Spoils by Inſpiration: 
For who ſo fit for 2 Aaron's Race, 
If once Dominion they could found in Grace? 
Theſe led the Pack; tho“ not of ſureſt ſcent, 
Yet deepeſt month'd againſt the Government, 
A numerous Hoſt of drea Saints lucceed, 
Of the true old Enthuſiaſtick Breed: 
'Gainſt Form and Order they their Pow'r employ, 
Nothing to Build, and all things to Deſtroy. 
But far more numerous was the Hard of ſuch, 
Who think tod little, and who talk too Fan 
Theſe out of mere Inftin&, the * 4 why, 
Ador'd their Father's God, and Pro 
Aud, by the ſame blind b of Fa 
2 Devil and the e 455 
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Born to be fav'd, even in their own deſpight; | 
Becauſe they could not help believi 40 
Such were the Tools; but a whole Hydra mers 
Remains, b II Gen to ſcore; 
some of their Chiefs were Princes of the Land; 
ils the firſt Nank of theſe did Zimri ſtand: 
A Man ſo various, that he ſeem'd to be 
Not one, but all Mankind's — — 1 
stiff in Opinions, always in 
Was Every _ by ſtarts, and Nothing ls; | 
S But, in the of one revolving Moor, | 
Vas Chymiſt, Fidler, Stateſman, and Buffoon : 10 
Then for all Women, Painting, Rhiming, _— : 
Beſides ten thouſand Freaks that dy'd in thinking. 
Bleſt Madman, who cou'd every bour 2 
With ſomething New to wilh, or to ehjoy! 
Railing and Praiing were his uſual Themes; 
And boch (to ſhew his Judgment) in Extremes: 
So over Violent, or over Civil, 
That every: Man, with bim, was God or Devil 
In ſquandring Wealth was bis peculiar Art: | 
Notting went unrewarded, but Deſert. 
eggar'd by Fools, whom ftill he found too late: t 
Red his Jeſt, and they had his Eſtate 
Be laugh'd himſelf from Court; then fon fought 1 Relief 
By forming Parties, but could ne'er be 
For, ſpight of him, the weight of Buſineſs fell 
On Abſalom, and Wiſe Achito 
Thus, wicked but in Will, of {= bereft, 
He left not Faction, but of That was left. 

Titles and Names twere tedious to rehearſe 
Of Lords, below the Dignity of Verſe. 
Wits, Warriors, Common-wealths-men, were the be: 
Kind Husbands, and mere Nobles, all the reſt. 
And therefore in the Name of Dulnelſs, be 
The well-bung Balaam and eold Caleb free. 

And Canting Nadab let Oblivion damn, | 
Who made new Porridge for the Paſchal Lamb. 
Let Friendſhip s holy Band ſome Names aſſure: 
Some their own Worth, and ſome let Scorn ſecure. 
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Nor ſhall the Raſcal Rabble here have Place, 

Whom Kings no Titles gave, and God no Grace: 
Not Bull-fac'd Jonas, who could Statutes draw 

To mean Rebellion, and make Treaſon Law. 

But he though bad, is follow'd by a worſe, | 
The Wretch, who Heav'n's Anointed dar'd to curſe; 
Shimei, whoſe Youth did early Promiſe bring 
Of Zeal to God, and Hatred to his King; 

Did wiſely from expenſive Sins retrain, | 

And never broke the Sabbath, but for Gain: 

Nor ever was he known an Oath to vent, 

Or Curſe, unleſs againſt the Goverument. 
Thus, heaping Wealth, by the moſt ready way 

the Jews, which was to Cheat and Pray; 

The City, to reward his pious Hate 

Againſt his Maſter, choſe him Magiſtrate : 

His Hand a Vaſe of Juſtice did uphold ; A7 7 
His Neck was loaded with a Chain of Gold; = 
During his Office, Treaſon was no Crime, =\ 
The Sons of Belial had a Glorious Time: rr. 
For Shimei, though not prodigal of Pelf, p. 
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Yet lov'd his wicked Neigbbour as himſelft. y 


When two or three were gather'd to Declaim r 
Againſt the Monarch of Jeraſalem, Wy 
Shimei was always in the midſt of them. = 
And, if they Curs'd the King when he was by, F 
Would rather Curſe; than break good Company. 4 

If any durſt his Factious Friends accuſe, iii 
He pact a jury of diſſenting Jews : | u 
Whoſe Fellow-feeling in the godly Cauſe, u 
Wou'd free the ſuff ring Saint from human Laws. ni 
For Laws are only made to puniſh thoſe | A 


Who ſerve the King, and to protect his Foes. wh 


If any leiſure time he had from Pow'r, | co 
(Becauſe 'tis Sin to miſ-employ an hour; WH 
His Bus'neſs was, by Writing to perſuade, Fro, 
That Kings were ulslels, and a Clog to Trade: on 
And, that his noble Style he might reſine, But 


No Rechabite more ſhunn'd the fumes of Wine. $01 
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Chaſte were his Cellars; and his Shrieval Board: 
The Groſſneſs of a Giry Feaſt abhorr'd : 
His Cooks, with long difi 


TITER © 


uſe, their Trade forgot; 
Cool was his Kitchen, though his Brains were hot. 
Such frugal Virtue Malice may accule ; 
But ſure 'twas neceſſary to the Jews : 
For Towns once burnt, fuch Magiſtrates require 
As dare not tempt God's Providence by Fire. 
With Spiritual Food he fed his Servants well, 
But free from Fleſh, that made the Jeu rebel: 
And Moſes's Laws he held in more account, 
For forty days of faſting in the Mount. 
To ſpeak the reſt, who 2 gs are torgot, 
Would tire a-well-breath'd Witneſs of the Plot: 
Vet, Corah, thou ſhalt from Oblivion paſs; 
Erect thy ſelf, thou Monumental Braſs : 

igh as the Serpent of thy Metal made, 
While Nations ſtand ſecure-beneath thy ſhade. 
What though his Birth were baſe, yet Comets riſe 
WFrom earthly Vapours ere they ſhine in Skies. 
WP rodigious Actions may as well be done 

By Weaver's Iſſue, as by Prince's Son. 
his Arch-Atteſtor for the Publick Good, 
y that one Deed ennobles all his Blood, 
EV ho ever ask'd the Witneſſes high Race, 
EW hoſe Oath with Martyrdom did Stephen grace? 
Ours was a Levite, and as times went then, 

His Tribe were God Almighty's Gentlemen. 

unk were his Eyes, his Voice was harſh and loud, 
Pure ſigns he neither Cholerick was, nor Proud: 
His long Chin prov'd his Wit; his Saint-like Grace 
church Vermillion, and 2 Moſe Face. 2 
His Memory miraculouſly great, Pb | | 
Cou'd Plots, exceeding Man's belief, repeat; | 
hich therefore cannot be accounted Lies, 

For human Wit cou'd never ſuch deviſe. 
ome future Truths are mingled in his 'Book; 

But where the Witneſs faiPd, the Prophet ſpoke : - 
Some things like Viſionary flight appear; | 
The Spirit caught him up. = Lord knows where, 
| m3 
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And gave hin his Rabinical Degree, 
Ws — Univerſity, 4 lo, 01 
His ] et his Mena” ex 1 eee N 
Which piec d ths wondrous — wht; ſo well, 
And "Ka to the Temper of the Times, 
Then groaning under Febuſutick, Crimes. 
Let 1/rael's Foes ſuſpe& his Heav'nly Call, 
And raſhly judge e his Writ Apocryphal; _ 
Our Laws for ſuch Affronts — Forfeits made e 
He takes his Life, who takes away his _ 
Were I my ſelf in Witneſs-Corah's 
The Wretch who did me ſuch a dire 46 tace, 
Shou'd whet my memory, though once forgot, 
To make him an Appendix of my Plot. 
His Zeal to Heav'n, made hien his Prince deſpiſe, 
And load his Perſon with * _ 1 
But Zeal peculiar Privileg : N 
Indulging latitude to — pe Words | 
And Corah might for Agag's Murther call: 
In terms as coarſe as Samuel us'd to Saul. 
What others in his Evidence did join, 
(The beſt that con'd be had for love or coin 
In Corah's own predicament will Balls... :.;1,./ 
For Witneſs is. a Common Name to all. 15 
Surrounded thus with Friends of every fort, 
Deluded 44/alom forſakes the Court: | 
e of high hopes, urg'd with Renown, 
fir'd with near poſſeſſion of a Crown ; 
Th admiring Croud are dazled with Surprizc, 
And on his Goodly Perſon feed their Eyes: 
His joy conceal'd, no ſets himſelf to —. .. 
On each ſide bowiag popularly lows... 


His Looks, his Geſtures, and Words he "ay 


And with familiar eaſe repeats their Names. 
Thus form'd by Nature, furniſht out with Arts, 
He glides unfelt into their ſecret, hearts, 
1 a N N "1x 9d 

ere 2 31567, 
Few words he 1 8 4 pap ern. and fit, 
n chan e and fax more {ivect, 
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I mourn, my your loft n 
Though far unable to prevent your Fate: 
Behold a banifht Man, for your dear Cauſe 
Expos d a' Prey to Arbitrary 2 
Yet | oh? that 7 alone cou d be undone, 
Cut off from 3 ire, and no more a Son! 
Now all your Liberties a Spoil are made; 
Agypt and Tyrus intercept od es e, 
And Jebuſites your Sacred Rites inyade. © 
My Father, whom with Reverence yer 1 name, 
Candi into Eaſe, is careleſs of his Fame; 1.65 
And brib'd a Sums of forei "Gold, 
Is grown in Bathſheba's' embraces o | 
Exalts his een his Friends deſtr 
And all his pow'r againſt himſelf emp 80 
He gives, and let him give my Right away: 
But why ſhould he his own, and yours berray? | 
He, only he, can make the Nation bleed, 


And he alone from my revenge is froed. 73 f 
Take then * Tears {with that he wip'd kis Aye)" 
Tis all the Aid my'prefent pow'r ſupplies : 


No Cant Iufbumd can theſe Arms accuſe; 10 
Theſe Arms may Sons againſt their Fathers uſes L 
And "tis my with the nett Sueceſſor's z 
May make no other 1/ravlite complain. b 
Youth, Beauty, Graeeful Aion ſeldom fal: 
But Common Intereſt always 
And Pity never ceaſes to 
To him, who makes the e People's wrong 8 bis! own, F 
The Croud (that fill believe heir Kong Kin . 
With lifted hands their young Meſtah bleſs 
Who now begins his Nogreßs to ordain 
With Chariots, Horſemen, and a 4 Trains 
From Eaſt to Weſt his Glories he 'diſplays 125 NA 
And, like the Sun, the Promisd Land den. n 
Fame runs before him, as tlie Mornin Star; N 
And ſhouts of Joy falute him from 4125 von 1A 


Each houſe receives him as a Guardian 004; : WW 
And confecrates the Place of tis abodet” AniT 
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will prevail: 
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But hoſpitable Treats did moſt commend _ 
Wiſe Iſachar, his wealthy Weſtern Friend. 
This moving Court, that caught the People's Eyes, 
And ſeem'd but Pomp, did other Ends diſguiſe : 
Achitophel had form'd-it, with intent 

To ſound the Depths, and fathom, where it went, 
The People's Hearts; diſtinguiſh Friends from Foes 
And try their ſtrength before they came to Blows. 
Yet all was colour'd with a ſmooth Pretence 
Of ſpecious Love, and Duty to their Prince. 
Religion, and Redreſs of Grievances 
Two nanies that always cheat, and always pleaſe, 
Are often urg'd; and good King David's Life 
Endanger'd by a Brother and a Wife. 

Thus in a Pageant ſhew a Plot is made ; 

And Peace it ſelf is' War in Maſquerade. 

Oh fooliſh Iſrael! never warn'd by III! 

Still the ſame bait, and circumvented ſtill! 

Did ever Men forſake their preſent cafe, 

In midſt of Health Imagine a Diſeaſe;  - 

Take pains Contingent miſchiefs to foreſee, 
Make heirs for Monarchs, and for God decree ? 
What ſhall we think! Can People give away, 
Both for themſelves and Sons, their native Sway? 
Then they are left defenceleſs to the Sword 

Of each unbounded arbitrary Lord :. 

And Laws are vain, by which we Right enjoy, 
If Kings unqueſtion'd can thoſe Laws deſtroy. 
Vet if the Croud be Judge of fit and juſt, 

And Kings are only Officers in Truſt, 

Then this reſuming Cov'nant was declar'd 

When Kings were made, or is for ever barr'd: 

If thoſe who gave the Scepter cou'd not tie 

By their own deed their own Poſterity, 

How then cou'd Adam bind his future Race? 
How coy'd bis Forfeit on Mankind take place? 
Or how cou'd Heav'nly Juſtice damn us all, 
Who ne'er. conſented to our Father's Fall ? 

Then Kings axe Slaves to thoſe whom they command, 
And Tenants to their Peoples pleaſure ſtand, 

*24 3 Add, 
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Add, that the Pow'r for Property allow'd, | 
Is miſchievouſly ſeated in the Croud : * 

For who can be ſecure of private 11 
If Sovereign Sway may be diſſolv'd by Might? 
Nor is the Peoples Judgment always true: 
The Moſt may err, as groſly as the Few. 

And faukleſs Kings run down, by Common Cry, 
For Vice, — lg and, for Tyranny, 

What Standard is there in a fickle Rout, 

Which flowing to the Mark, runs faſter out? 
Nor only Crouds, but Sanhedrins may be 
Infected with this Publick Lunacy: | 

And ſhare the Madneſs of Rebellious Times, 
To Murther Monarchs for Imagin'd Crimes, 

If they may give and take whene'er they pleaſe, 
Not Kings alone, (the God-head's Images,) 

But Government it ſelf at length muſt fall 

To Nature's State, where All have Right to All. 
Yet, grant our Lords the People Kings can make, 
What prudent men a ſetled Throne wou'd ſhake ? 
For whatſoe'er their Sufferings were before, 
That Change they covet makes them ſuffer more. 
All other Errors has diſturb a State; 

But Innovation is the Blow of Fate. 

If ancient Fabricks nod, and threat to fall, 

To Patch the Flaws, and Buttreſs up the Wall, 
Thus far 'tis Duty; but here fix the Mark; 

For all beyond it is to touch the Ark. 

To change Foundations, caſt the Frame anew, 

Is work for Rebels who baſe Ends purſue : 

At once Divine and Human Laws controul x 

And mend the Parts by ruin of the Whole. 

The tamp'ring World is ſubje& to this Curſe, 

To Phyſick their Diſeaſe into a worfe, 

Now what Relief can Righteous David bring? 
How fatal 'tis to be too good a King! 
Friends he has few, fo high the Madneſs grows; 
Who dare be ſuch, muſt be the Peoples Foes: 

„let ſome there were, ev'n in the worſt of days; 


Some let me Name, and Najuing is to Praiſe, 
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In this ſhort File Barzillai firſt appears; 

Barzillai, crown'd with Honour and with Years; 
; Long ſince, the riſing Rebels he withſtood 

In: regions Waſte beyond the Jordaz's Flood: 
Unfortunately brave to buoy the States . 
But ſinking underneath his-Maſter's Fate: 

In Exile with bis Godlike Prince he mourn'd z 

For him he Suffer'd, and with him Return'd. 

The Court he praftis'd, not the Courtier's Art: 
Large was his Wealth, but larger was his Heart: 
Which well the Nobleſt Objects knew to chuſe, 
The Fighting Warriour, and Recording Muſe. 

His Bed cou'd once a fruitful Iſſue . 
Now more than half a Father's Name is loſt. 

His Eldeſt Hope, with every Grace adorn'd, | 
By me (ſo Heay'n will have it) always Mourn'd, 
Aud always honour'd, ſnatch'd in Manhood's prime 
B' unequal Fates, and Providence's Crime: 

Yet. not .before the Goal of Honour won, 

All Parts fulfill'd of Subject and of Son; 
Swift was the Race, but ſhort the Time to run. 
Oh Narrow Circle, but of Pow'r Divine, 
Scanted in Space, but perfect ia thy Line! 

By Sea, by Land, thy matchleſs Worth was known; 
Arms thy Delight, and War was all thy Ows : 
Thy force, infus'd, the fainting Tyrians prop'd ; 
And haughty Pharaoh found his Fortune ftop'd. 
Oh Ancient Honour, Oh anconquer'd Hand, 
Whom Foes unpuniſh'd never cou'd withſtand ! 
But 1/rael was unworthy of his Name 
Short is the date of all Immoderate Fame. 

It looks as Heav'n our Ruin had defighn'd, 

And durſt not truſt thy Fortune and thy Mind. 
| Now free from Earth, thy diſencunibred Soul Pole: 
Mounts up, and leaves behind the Clouds and Starry 
From thence thy kindred Legions mayſt thou bring, 
To aid the Guardian Angel of thy King. 

Here ſtop, my Muſe, here ceaſe thy painful flight: 
No pinions can purſue a ebive | 
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Tell good Barxilla thou canſt ſing no more, 


And tell thy Soul he Thould. have fed before; 

Or fled e with his life, and left this Verſe 

To hang on her departed, Patron's Hearſee 
Now tare thy Re fight from Heay'n, and ſee 
If thou canſt find on Earth another He; 


PPV ²˙ U ù . lp. as — muh 
A a _ — — * _ * Ay —_— a 
— — 
2 — Ta 
. hy F 
Li _—_ _ 
- - 


Another He would be too hard to finds. | 1 
See then whom thou canſt ſee not far behind? 3 
zadoc the Prieft, whom, ſhaning Pow'r and Place, = 
His lowly Mind advanc'd to David's Grace: | 1 
With him the Sagan of Jeruſalem, es 24h? 4 
Of hoſpitable Soul, and noble Stem; 8 i 
Him of the Weſtern Dome, whoſe weighty Senſe We: 
Flows in fit words and heavenly eloquence, © | | 
The Prophets Sons by ſuch Example led, _ 1 
To Learning and to Loyalty were bred: | 4 | 
For Colleges on bounteous Kings depend, N | 


And never Rebel was to Arts a Friend. 

To ale, ſucceed 4 n the Laws: - 1 
Who can plead, and heſt can judge a Cauſe, TH 
Next them a Lie of Loyal iy at 17 1 
Sharp-judging Adriol, the Muſes Friend, 

Himſelf a Muſe: — In Sanhedrins debate 

True to his Prince; but not a Slave of State: 
Whom Dawid's Love with Honours did adorn, 

ar row his diſobedient * were torn. | 
Jotham iercing Wit, a regnant Thoupht+. 
Endu'd by | wy ee by 4 taught 

To move Aſſemblies, Who but only try'd 

The worle a- w. ile, then choſe the better ſide; 

Nor choſe alone, but tura'd the Balance too; 

So much the weight of one Brave man can do. 
Huſbai the Friend of David in diſtreis, 

In publick terms of manly ſtedfaſtneſs; 

By Foreign Treaties he i 'd his Youth; 

And join'd Experience to his Native Truth. 
His frugal care ſupply d the wanting Throne, 
Frugal for that, but bountepus'of his own: 
Tis eaſy Conduct when, Exchequers flow, - 
But hard the task to manage well the low: 
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For Sovereign Pow'r is too depreſt or high, 

When Kings are forc'd to ſell, or Crouds to buy. 

Indulge one labour more, my weary Muſe, | 
For Amiel; who can Amiel's Praiſe refuſe ?- 

Of ancient Race by birth, but nobler. yet 

In his own worth, and withont Title Great: 

The Sanhedrin long time as Chief he rul'd, 

Their Reaſon guided, and their Paſſion cool'd ; 

So dextrous was he in the Crown's defence, 

So form'd ro ſpeak a Loyal Nation's Senſe, 

That as their Band was Iſrael's Tribes in ſmall, 
So fit was he to repreſent them all, 

Now 'raſher Charioteers the Seat aſcend, 

Whoſe looſe Careers his ſteady Skill commend : 

They, like th* unequal Ruler of the Day, 

Miſguide the Seaſons, and miſtake the Way ; 

While he withdrawn at their mad Labour ſmiles, 

And ſafe enjoys the Sabbath of his Toils. N 

Theſe were the chief; a ſinall but faithful Band 

Of Worthies, in the 'Breach who dar'd to ſtand, 

And tempt th' united Fury of be Land, 

With grief they view'd ſuch powerful Engines bent, 
To batter down the Lawful Government. 

A numerous Faction with pretended Frights; 

In Sanhedrins to plume the Regal Rights, 

The true Succeſſor from the Court remov'd: 

The Plot, by hireling Witneſſes, improy'd. 

Theſe Ills they ſaw, and as their Duty hound, 

They ſhew'd che King the danger of the Wound; 
That no Conceſſions from the Throne wou'd pleaſe; 

But Lenitives fomented the Diſeaſe 

That Abſalom, ambitious of the Crown, 

Was made the Lure to draw the People down : 

That falſe Achitophel's pernicious Hate 

Had turn'd the Plot to ruin Church and State: 

The Council violent, the Rabble worſe : 

That Shimei taught Jenuſalem to Curſe, 

With all theſe loads of Injuries oppreſt, 

And long revolving in his careful Breaſt 
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event of things; at laſt, his Patience tir d. 

be from his Ro al Throne, by Heav'n inſpir'd, 

The God-like David ſpoke ; with awful Fear «x3 

His Train their Maker in their Maſter hear, 

Thus long have I, by Native Mercy ſway'd, © 

y Wrongs diſſembled, my Revenge delay d. 

o willing to forgive th” Offending Age; 

bo much the Father did the r aſſwage. 

But now ſo far my Clemency they ſlight, 

' Offenders queſtion my Forgiving Right. 

hat One was made for Many, they contend ; 

But 'tis to Rule; for that's a Monarch's End. 

hey call my tenderneſs of Blood, my Fear: 

hough manly Tempers can the Longeſt. bear, 

* ag they will divert my Native courſe, "os 

Tis time to "ew I am not good by force. x 

hoſe heap'd Affronts that bene Subjects bring. 

\re Burthens for a Camel, not a King: i 

Kings are the publick Pillars of the State, | 

zorn to ſuſtain and prop the Nation's weight: | | 

It my young Sampſon will pretend a Call e - 

To Kale the Column, let him ſhare the Fall: we 0 

ut, oh, that yet he would repent and live! 1 

ow eaſy tis for Parents to forgive! _ 

ith how few Tears a Pardon might be won 

rom Nature, pleading for a Darling Son! 

oor, pitied Youth, by my Paternal care, 

Nais'd up to all the height his Frame cou'd bear: 

ad God ordain'd his Fate for Empire born, 

e wou'd have given his Soul another turn: * 

ull'd with a Patriot's name, whoſe Modern ſenſe 

one that wou'd by Law ſupplant his Prince: 

The People's Brave, the Politician's Tool; 

erer was Patriot yet, but was a Fool. 

hence comes it that Religion and the Laws, 

hould more be Abſalom's than David's Cauſe ? 

is old Inſtructor, ere he loſt his Place, 

Vas never thought indu'd with ſo much Grace. 

ood Heay'ns, how Faction can a Patriot paint! 

Rebel ever proves my People's Saint: 
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For Sovereign Pow'r is too depreſt or high, | 

When Kings are forc'd to ſell, or Crouds.to buy, 

Indulge one labour more, my weary Muſe, 

For Amiel; who can Amiel's Praiſe refuſe? 

Of ancient Race by birth, but nobler. yet 

In his own worth, and without Title Great: 

The Sanhedrin long time as Chief he rul'd, 

Their Reaſon guided, and their Paſſion cool'd; 

So dextrous was he in the Crown's defence, 

So form'd to ſpeak a Loyal Nation's Senſe, 

That as their Band was Iſrael's Tribes in ſmall, 

So fit was he to repreſent them all. 

Now 'raſher Charioteers the Seat aſcend, 

Whoſe looſe Careers his ſteady Skill commend : 

They, like th' unequal Ruler of the Day, 

Miſguide the Seafons, and miſtake the Way ; 

While he withdrawn at their mad Labour ſmiles, 

And ſafe enjoys the Sabbath of his Toils, N 
Theſe were the chief; a ſinall but faithful Band 

Of Worthies, in the 'Breach who dar'd to ſtand, 

And tempt-th* united Fury of the Land. | 

With grief they view'd ſuch powerful Engines bent, 

To batter down the Lawful Government. 

A numerous Faction with pretended Frights; 

In Sanhedrins to plume the Regal Rights, 

The true Succeſſor from the Court remoy'd : 

The Plot, by hireling Witneſſes, improy'd. 

Theſe Ills they ſaw, and as their Duty bound, 

They ſhew'd che King the danger of the Wound; 

That no Conceſſions from the Throne wou'd pleaſe; 

But Lenitives fomented the Diſeaſee: 

That Abſalom, ambitious of the Crown, 

Was made the Lure to draw the People down: 

That falſe Achitophel's pernicious Hate 

Had turn'd the Plot to ruin Church and State: 

The Council violent, the Rabble worſe: 

That Shimei taught Jenuſalem to Curſe, 
With all theſe loads of Injuries oppreſt, 

And Jong reyolying in his careful Breaft 


Ie 


ABSALou and ACHITOPHEL, 41 
„event of things; at laſt, his Patience tir d. 

Sy from his Ro, al Throne, by Heay'n inſpir'd | 

The God-like David ſpoke ; with awful Fear way 

His Train their Maker in their Maſter hear, | 

Thus long have I, by Native Mercy ſway'd, © 
Wrongs diſſembled, my Revenge delay'd 

o willing to forgive th” Offending Age; 

bo much the Father did the King aſſwage, 

But now ſo far my Clemency they flight, 

' Offenders queſtion my Forgiving Right. 

hat One was made for Many, they contend; 

But 'tis to Rule; for that's a Monarch's End. 

hey call my tenderneſs of Blood, my Fear : 

hough manly Tempers can the Longeſt. bear, 

meg fn 1 divert my Native courſe, 

Tis time to hew I am not good by force. 5 

hoſe heap'd Affronts that ber, Subjects bring. 

re Burthens for a Camel, not a King: 

Kings are the publick Pillars of the State, 

zorn to ſuſtain and prop the Nation's weight: 

It my young Sampſon will pretend a Call 

To ſhake the Column, let him ſhare the Fall: 

zut, oh, that yet he would repent and live! 

ow eaſy tis for Parents to forgive ! 

ith how few Tears a Pardon might be won 

rom Nature, pleading for a Darling Son! 

Poor, pitied Youth, by my Paternal care, 

Lais'd up to all the height his Frame cou'd bear: 

ad God ordain'd his Fate for Empire born, 

e wou'd have given his Soul another turn: 2 

ulbd with a Patriot's name, whoſe Modern ſenſs 

one that wou'd by Law ſupplant his Prince: 

ſhe People's Brave, the Politician's Tool; 

eyer was Patriot yet, but was a Fool. 

hence comes it that Religion and the Laws, 

mould more be Abſalom's than David's Cauſe ? 

is old Inſtructor, ere he loſt his Place, 

Was never e indu'd with ſo much Grace. 

Hood Heav'ns, how Faction can a Patriot paint! 

„ Kebel ever proves my People's Saint: 
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Votes ſhall no more Eftabliſh'd Pow'r control, 


For Gods and God-like Kings their Care expreſe, 


Beware the Fury of a Patient Man, 
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Q th d { 
Let Sanh taught to give their Own, We 
A King's at leaſt a Part of Government; Their 
And Mine as requiſite as their Conſent: Thus 
Without my leave a future King to Chuſe, Nor « 
Infers à Right the preſent to Depoſez n the 
True, they petition me t' approve their Choice: Then 
But Eſau's Hands fuit ill 2 acab's Voice. Retire 
My pious Subiects for 


my 5 Pray. But v 
Which to ſecure, they 21. my Pow'r away. And 1 
From Plots and Treaſons Heay'n, preſerve my Leit, 
But ſave me moſt from my Petitioners. 
Unſatiatę as the barren Wo 
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mb or Grave; 


He 
God cannot grant fo much as An crave. And 
What then is left, but with * Eye, Henc 
To guard the ſmall Remains of Royalty} - The 
The Law ſhall till direct my Way, Once 
And the ſame Law teach Rebels to obeß: And 


Such Votes as make a Part exceed the Mhole: 
No groundlefs Clamours ſhall ar. Friends remove, 
Nor Crouds have Pow'r to puniſh ere they prove: 


Still to defend their Servants in diftreſs,. 3 > 
Oh, that my Pow'r to Saving were confin'd! | 


Why am 1 forc'd, like Heayv h, againſt my mind, 
To * les of another Kind ? 

Muft I at 2 W pay draw? 
Oh, curs? as of n W! | 

How ill my Fear they. by my Mercy ſcan? 


Law they require; let Law then ſhew her Face; 
They could not be content to look on Grace, 
Her hinder Parts, but with a daring Eye _ 
To tempt the Terror of her Front, and Dye. 

By their own Arts, tis Righteouſly decreed, 
| Thoſe dire Artificers of Death {hall bleed. 
Againſt themſelves their Witneſſes will ſwear, 
Till. Yiper-like, their Mother Plot they tear: 
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And ſuck for Nutriment that bloody Gore - 

Which was their Principle of Life rg N 

Their Belial with their Beelzebub will fight; 

Thus on my Foes, my Foes ſhall do me right: 

Nor doubt th. Event; for Factious Crouds engage, 

In their firſt Onſet,” all theit Brutal Rage. 

Then let em take an unxeſiſted Courſes, - ; -. ; 

Retire and Traverſe, and Delude their Force: 

But when they ſtand all Breathleſs, urge the Fight, 

And riſe upon em with redoubled Might: U. 

For _ fret b 3 found; 

When riy n 1 A h ĩt ſtands the ound. 
He ſaid. Th', Almigh he gave Cooker 3 

And Peals of Thunder ſhook the Firmament. 

Henceforth-a $exies of new Time began, 

The mighty Years in long Proceſſion ran: 

Once more the God-like David was reſtor'd, 

And willing Nations knew their lawful Lord. 
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FT IS not for nothing when juſt Heay'n does from: — 
The wretched Orpheus brings theſe Judgmenu , hoy 
own; | * Hal. "oat _ « 85 rh 
Whoſe Wife, avoiding to become thy prey, 458 
And all his Joys at be were ſnateh' d away; 5 
The poor Nymph doom'd that dangerous way to pak, ow 
Spy'd not the Snake lye _—— the graſs : MW ban 
A mournful noiſe the ſpacious Vally fills, KY 


y . 

With echoing cries from all the neighb'ring hills;. 
The Ins — roar'd out in _ del ak. * = f 
And with united voice bewail'd the Fair. ach h. 
For ſuch a loſs he ſopgſit no vain relief, | Fou'd 
Bur: with his Lute indulg'd his tender grief; bus ty 
Mr o'er the lonely ſands did wildly ſtray, o rede 
And with ſad Songs begin and end the day. ow be 
At laſt to Hell a ightful journey made, | r with 
Paſs'd the wide-gaping Gulf and diſmal Shade; is (alc 
Viſits the Ghoſts, — to that King repairs, n blea 
Whoſe heart's inflexible to human pray'rs. bile ] 
Hell ſeems. aſtoniſn'd with ſo ſweet x Song, e moy 
Light Souls, and airy Spirits ſlide along. So thi 
In troops, like millions of the feather'd kind, ſome 
Driv'n home by night, or-ſome tempeſtuous wind; Mewails 
Matrons and Men, raw Youths and unripe Maids, Jeeps : 
And mighty Heroes more majeſtick Shades: er ſor 
Sons burnt before their mournful Parents face: nd me 
Styx does-all theſe in narrow bounds embrace Lrriage 
Nine times with loathſom mud, and noyſom weeds, Wh: Te 
And all the filth which ſtanding water breeds A 
© - aze- 
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mazement reacht e'en the deep Caves of Death, 
he Siſters with blue ſnaky curls took breath; 
cion's Wheel a while unmov'd remain'd, 

nd the great - Dog his three-mouth'd voice reſtrain'd. 
ow ſate return'd, and all theſe dangers paſt, 

lis Spouſe reſtor'd to breathe freſh air at laſt, 
ollowing, for ſo Proſerpina was pleas'd, 

ſudden rage th' unwary Lover ſeiz'd ; 

e when the firſt bright glimps of day-light ſhin'd 
nmindful, and impatient, look'd behind, | 
fault of Love, could Hell compaſſion find, 5 
dreadful noiſe thrice ſhook the Stygian coaſt, 

is hopes now fled, and all his labour loft, 

ſhy haſt thou thus undone thy ſelf and me? 

hat madneſs this? Again I'm ſnatch'd from thee," 
e faintly. cry'd ; Night, and the Powers of Hell 
ound my eyes, O Orpheus, O farewel: 

y hands ſtretch forth to reach thee as before, 

ut all in vain, alas, I'm thine no more; 

o more allow'd to behold him or day! 

hen from his ſight like ſmoak ſhe ſlipt away. 

uch he wou'd fain have ſpoke, but Fate, alas, 
ſou'd ne'er again conſent to let him paſs, - _ 

bus twice undone; what courſe now cou'd he take 
o redeem her already paſs'd the Lake? 

ow bear. his loſs? what tears procure him eaſe? 
r with what Vows the angry Powers appeaſe? 

is ſaid, he ſeven long months bewail'd fis loſs 

n bleak and barren Rocks, on whoſe cold moſs 
hile languiſhing he ſung his fatal flame, 
e mov'd &en Trees, and made fierce Tigers tame. 
So the ſad Nightingale, when Childleſs made 

f ſome rough Swain who ſteals her young away, 
wails her loſs under a Poplar ſhade, 7 
/ceps all the night, in murmurs waſtes the day; 

er ſorrow. does a mournful pleaſure yield. 
nd melancholy Muſick! fills the Fiel. 
mage, nor Love, could ever move his mind,. 

it al alone, beat by the Northern wind.. 
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46 Me Finsv: Pant off | 
ey. Be Tanais ſnowy Banks remain d. 
Still of the Gods and rot vain grace complain'd, 
Ciconian Dames, enrag'd to be deſpis'd, 
As they the feaſt of Barrhns ſolemnix d, 
Kill'd the poor Youth, and firew'd abour his limbs, 
His Head torn off from the fair body, fwims 
pee __ ſwift current, 2 the Hebre flows, 
And ſtill his Tongue in dole accents 6; 
Ab, poor Eurydice! it dying c 4 4 27 
Eurydice reſounds from every * | 
oo 
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"The, ARGUMENT. 


* ** Diana having lov'd each other with 4 mi 
wiolenr Paſſion, Sireno is compeli'd,' wpow the accoul 
of his Maſter's Service, to go for aff ve: time into | 
Foreign Country. The Melancholy Parting of the ru 
Lovars in the '3nbjes of th following Edloge. 


Loſe by a ſtream, whoſe flowry bank might g 

Delight to Eyes that had 9 to — wh, 
The ſad Sireno ſate, and fed his Sheep, 
Which now, alas! he had no Joy to keep; 
Since his hard Fate compell'd i to depart 
From her dear ſight, who long had charm'd his hear 
Fix d were his thoughts upon the Fatal day 
That gave him (firſt what this muſt take nway ; 
Hr ough all the Story of his Love he ran, 


* ben a or oo wy panned his Pain. 
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Mrsctrtrtany Porms. 4 
d as ſhe was, me loft no uſfual Grace, 

- 2s ſhe paſs'd feem'd'ro adorn the place: 
hither ſhe came to take her laſt farewel; 

ler lent Look did her fad Buſineſs tell. 

Inder a 8 they far em down, 

hoſe ſhade had oft prefery'd 'em from the Sun; 
ich took the other by the willing hand, | 
living to ſpeak, but could no word command: 
ich mutual Grief both were ſo overcome. 


5 


he much they had to fay had made em dumb. 
here many a time they two had met before, 
ut met, alag! upon 4 happſer core 
mel reverſe of Fate, which all the Joys 
heir mutual preſence us'd to bring, deſtroys, 
ireno ſaw his Fatal hour draw near, 
ind wanting Strength the parting Pang to bear; 
u drown't in tears he Fache upon the Maid, 
Ind ſhe with equal Griet- the Swain ſurvey'd; 

ill his impriſon'd paſſion forc'd its Way, 
Ind gave im leave faintly at laſt to ſay, 

dern © #2. of © S0 

O my Diana who wou'd have believ'd 
har when the fad Sireno moſt had griev'd, 
uy aflition-cou'd have fall'n on mne 
That wou'd not vaniſh at the fight of thee ? 
Thy charming Eyes cou'd all my Clouds. diſpel, 
et but Diana file, and all was well. 
bſent from thee my Soul no Joy cou'd know, 
Ind yet, alas! 1 dye to ſee thee now. 2 

| "= 14 N. 4. | 
Turn, O Sirend 7 turn away thy Face, 
'hile all her ſhame a blaſting Maid betrays ; 
or though my 17 a ſecret pain reveal, | 
tongue at, leaft fhou'd my fond thoughts conceals 
et I wou'd ſpeak, cou'd fpeaking do me good, 
nd ſincr it is to thee,, methinks it ſhou'd, 
d Shepherd, think bow wretched I all be. 
ben hither 1 return depriv'd of thee ! 
hen ſitting all alone within this ſhade, h 
wich thou ſo oft thy tender Choice haſt made, 
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I read my Name engrav'd on every Bark, 
Of our paſt Love the kind affecting mark; 
Then my deſpairing Soul to death muſt fy; | 
And mult thou be content: to let me dye? 
Why doſt thou weep ? Alas! thoſe Tears are vain, 
Since 'tis thy Fault that both of us complain. 
By this the Falſhood of thy Vows I know, 
For were thy Sorrow true, thou wou'dſt not go. 

r Id. fo EE. 

Ceaſe, cruel Nymph, ſuch killing Language ceaſe, 
And let the poor Sireno dye in peace. _ 
Witneſs ye Everlaſting Powers above, 

That never Shepherd bore a truer Loye! 
With thee I wilh 't had been my happy doom, 
With thee alone to ſpend my Life to come; 
That we now part is by no fault of mine, 
Nor yet, my deareſt Shepherdeſs, of thine, 
For as no Faith did ever mine excel, 

So never any Nymph deſery'd ſo well. 
But the great Shepherd, whom we all obey, 
is his Command that forces me away; 
Whatever he ordains none. dare refuſe; 
1 muſt my Joy, or elſe my Honour, loſe; 
Should I to him deny th' Allegiance due, 
Thou might'ſt to thee think me Diſloyal too. 

: r WF 

No, no, Sireno, now too late I ind _ 
How fond ſhe is that can believe Mankind; 
Who ſuch Excuſes for himſelf pretends, - 
Will eas'ly bear the abſence he defends. 
A little time, I fear, will quite deface 
Thy thoughts of me, to give another place: 
Fool that I was my weakneſs to betrag 
To one not. moy'd with all that I can ſay. _ 
Go, cruel Man, imbark whene'er you pleaſe, 
But take this with you as you paſs. the Seas; 
Tho! with the fierceſt Winds the Waves ſhould roar, 
That Tempeſt will be leſs than mine. on Shore. 


. p 


0 LREMNGO, 1. 1, | 
'Tis hard, , unjuſt ſulpicions to abide, | | 
'But who ean ſuch obliging Anger chide ? "7 + 
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My heart to this degree, without thy Love? 

For 'tis thy tender ſenſe of my fad Fate, 

That does my marpeſt. deadly ſt pain create. 

Ah fear not, to what place ſoe er I go, 

That I ſhall ever break my ſacred Vow : 

When for another I abandon thee, | 

May Heav'n, for ſuch a Crime, abandon me. 
en 4 7 rb 
Tf ever I my deareſt Swain deceive, 

Or violate” the Faith that here I give: 


* 
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May the freſh Graſs ſtill wither where they tread; 
ud may this River, when I come to drink, 
Dry up as ſoon as I approach the brink, 
Take ere this Bracelet of m Virgin hair, 
and when for mie thou can'ſt a minute ſpare, 
Remember this poor pledge was once a part 
Of her, who with it gave thee all her heart, 
VWhere-e'er thou go'ſt, may Fortune deal with thee 
letter than thou, alas! haſt dealt with me. | 
Farewel; my Tears will give me leave to ſay 
No more than this, To all the Gods I pra 
Theſe weeping Eyes may once enjoy th 1 
tefore they cloſe in Death's eternal Nightt. 

SIREN O©O. 
Then let Sireno baniſh all his fears, 
fleav'n por long e e pious Tears. 
he Rightegus Gods, from whom our paſſion came, 
vill pity (ſure) ſo innocent a Flame; | 
Reverſe the hard Decree for which we mourn, 
ind let Sireno to his Joys return. 
[ ſhall again my Charming Nymph behold, 
ind never part, but in her Arms grow old: 
hat hope alone my breaking heart ſuſtains, 
ind armg my tortur'd Soul to bear my Pains, 
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Fair as thou art;<that Charm cow'd never moye _ .. 


When to their Food my hungry Flocks 1 lead, 74 | 
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The STORY of HUGRETT4 Whe 


Out of Ovid de kati. \Beok u. 5 
, ? nn is ! 
2 by Mr, U. _ 8 


O W Tarquin the laft King did govern Rome, Irn 
Valiant abroad tis true, tho* fierce at home: 

Some Towns he won, ſome he did fairly beat, 

And took the Gab by a mean decei . 

For of his three brave Vouths his yo ageſt gon, e 

His Nature flerce, his Manhers like his « own, | 

His Fathet's Child outright, "pretends a flight, 

And came amidſt the Enemies by Night; 

They drew their Swords, Come kill me now, he faid 
My Father will rejoice to ſee me dead; | 

See how his Rods my tender Entrails tore, 

(To prove this true, he had been whipt "_ 

The men grow mild, they heath their threatning Swordz 

And view his wounds, and thoſe confirm his words; i 

Then each map weeps, and each his' wrohgs reſent 

And begs to fide wit Them, and he conſents, | 

Thus 'gull'd, the crafty Youth, and once 4 truſt, | 

The firſt occaſion ſought to be unjuſt,” 

And the unthinking Gabiz's Town betray, 

Conſults his Father for the ſureſt way. 

There was, a Garden e with fr gralt Flowers, 

A little Spring ran through the pleaſint Bowers, 
Wk The ſoft retreat of -Tarquin's thinking hours. 
44 There when the Meſſage came, he he Fang to "ſtand 
Wit And lopt the talleſt Lillies with his wand: © 
W With that the Meſſenger return'd, ard ſaid, 
I ſaw your Father crop the lofty head © 
Of each' tall Flower, but not one word to ou; 
3 Well, ſays the Son, I know what T mult do; 
Ii And ſtreight the Nobles kill'd; when thoſe were gon 

| He ſoon betray'd the poor defenceleſs Toyn, 
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MisgcxLLAnY/PorMs. Fr 
hen lo (a wond'rous ſight) a Serpent came, 
And * the Entrails 2558 the dying Flame; 
Phebus advis'd, and thus the Anſwer ran, + co 
He that ſhall kiſs (for ſo che Fates ordain) 
His Mother firſt, all be the greateſt man. 
hen ſtreight with eager haſte th* unthinking Crow® 


% 


heir Mothers kiſsd, nor underſtood the Gd. 
put wiſer Brutus, who did act the oll 
Leſt Tarquin ſhould ſuſpect his riſing Soul. 
pell down, as if 't had been a caſual Fall, 
Ind kiſs'd his Mother Earth befdre them all. 

Now Ardea was . the Town was ſtrong, 
he Men reſolv'd, and ſo the Leaguer long: 
Ind whilſt the Enemy did the War delay, : | 


F 


Diſſolv'd in Eaſe the careleſs Soldiers lay, 

Ind ſpent the vacant time in ſport and play. 

oung Tarquin doth adorn his Noble Feaſts, — 
he Captains treats, and thus beſpeaks his Gueſts; 

Vhilſt we lye lingring in a tedious War, 

And far from Conguet tired out with. Care, 

ow do our Women lead their Lives at Rome? 

ind are we thought on by our Wives at home? 

ach ſpeaks for his, each ſays, I'll ſwear for mine, 

And thus a while they talkt, grown fluſnt with Wine: 

it laſt young Collatine ſtarts up and cries, 

hat need of words, come let's believe our Eyes; 

ray to Rome, for that's the ſafeſt Courſe: | 1 

They all agree, ſo each man mounts his Horſe,” + 

rſt to the Court, and there they found no Guard, 

o Watchman there, and all the Gates unbarr'd; 

Tarquin's Wife, her hair diſorder'd lay 

ind looſe, was ſitting there at Wine and Play. 

Thence ta; Lwcretia's, She a lovely Soul, 

er Basket lay before her, and her Wooll, 

pate midſt her Maids, and as they wrought ſhe ſaid, 
ike haſte, tis for Lord as ſoon as made; 

let what d'ye hear? (tor you perchance may hear) 
ow long is't ere they hope to end the War?: 

let let them but return; Gur. ab, my Lord 


he raſh, and meets all 9 with his Sword: 
2 
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Ah when I fancy chat 4 ſee him fight, - 


I ſwoon and almoſt periſh with the frighglt. 46 
Then wept, and 2 her unfiniſht thread. He 1 
Upon her boſom lean'd her lovely head. And 

this became, graceful her grief appears, nor 
And ſhe, chaſte Soul, lookt beauteous in her Tears. And 

Her Face lookt well, by Nature's art deſign'd, Now 

All charming fair, and fit for. ſuch a Mind. | And 

J come, ſays: Collatine, diſcard hy Fear; The 
At that ſhe raight reviv d, and, Ohmy Dear, ( there. Nos! 
She claſpt his Neck, and hung a. welcome burthen He r 

Mean · while young T, arquin gathers Auſtful Fire, Away 
He burns and rages with a wild Deſire; _ 
Her Shape, ber Lilie-white, and Yellow hair, Tor.. 
Her natural Beauty, and her graceful Air, | N 
Her words, her voice, and every thing does pleaſe, le | 
And all agree to.cheighten the Diſeaſe; Half 

That ſhe was chaſte doth raiſe his wiſhes higher, Pls ha 

The leſs his Hopes, the greater his Deſire, pos 
But now twas Morning, and the warlike Train ers 
Return from Rome, and take the Field again: phe tr 

His working Powers her abſent Form reſtore, hat 
The more he minds her, ſtill he loves the more; ME Mat 
"Twas thus ſhe fate, thus ſpun, and thus was dreſt, pnould 
And thus her Locks hun Lnglin o'er her Breaſt; $i. 

Such was her Mein, and ſuch each Air and Grace, hat 
And ſuch the charming figure of her Face. en 
As when a furious ſtorm is now blown . o'er, i pre 
The Sea ſtill troubl'd; and the Waters roar, _ * c 
And, curl upon the Winds that blew before: * 
So he tho“ gone the pleaſing Form retains, of 
The Fire her-preſent Beauty rais'd remains; : I 
He burns, and thurry'd by reſiſtleſs Charms, y MI 


Reſolves to force, or fright her to his Arms. Nu cn. 
I'U venture, let whatever Fates attend, # =, 
The daring bold have Fortune for their friend; 
By daring I the Gabii did o ercome 
This ſaid, he takes his Horſe, and ſpeeds for Rome: Wh nd liv" 
The Sun was ſetting when he Dow the place, 4 
With more than Evening bluſhes in his Face; 1 
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A Gueſt in ſhew, an Enemy in deſi gg 

He reach'd the ſtatehy Court of Collatine, 5 

And's welcom'd there, for he was nearly kin. 

How much are we deceiv'd? She makes a Feaſt, 

And treats her Enemy as a welcome Gueſt; 

Now Supper's done, and Sleep invites to Bed, 

And all was huſht, as Nature's ſelf lay dead. 

The Lamps put out, and all for Reſt elign'd, | 

No Fire in all the Houſe, but in his Mind? 

He roſe, and drew his Sword, with luſtful ſpeed 

Away he goes to chaſte Lucretia's Beds / 

And when he came; Lucretia, not a word. 

For-look, Lucretia, here's my naked Sword; 
Name is Tarquin, 1 that Title own,” hoy 

he King's young Son, his beſt beloved Son. ; 

Ralf dead with fear, amaz'd Lucretia lay, 2 


1s harmleſs Lembs, their Mothers gone away, 8 
Expos'd to rav'nous Wolves an eaſy pre. 
Her Speech, her Courage, Voice, and Mind did fail, 
Che trembled, and ſhe breath'd, and that was all: 
hat could ſhe do? Ah! could ſhe ſtrive? with whom? 
| Man! a Woman's eaſily v'ercome. * 
phould ſhe cry out, and male Complaints of wrong, 
His violent Sword had quickly ſtopt her Tongue. 
hat ſhould ſhe ftrive to fly? that-hope was gone, 
Loung Tarquin held her faſt, and kept her down. 
e preſt her Boſom with a luſtful hand, ute, 
That chaſte; that charming Breaſt then firſt prophan'd. 
The Loying Foe ſtill ſues, 'refoly'd to gain 
th promiſe; threats, and bribes: but all in yaih. 
it laſt, 'Tis Folly to reſiſt, he cry d. 1 17 
Love will riſe to Rage, if long deny'd; 
or I'll accuſe thee of unlawful Luſt, 
ſill thee, and ſwear, tho' falſe, thy Death was Juſt. 
ll fab a Slave, and what's the worſt of harms, 
lack Fame ſhall ſay I caught thee in his Arms. 
bis Art prevail'd, ſhe fear d an injur'd name, 
Ind liv'd and ſuffer'd, to ſecure her Fame, N 
by doſt thou ſmile; Triumphant Raviſher > + 
us ſhameful Victory ſhall coſt thee dear. 
| N Thy 
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Thy Ruin pay for this/thy-forc'd Delight: 

How great à price! à Kingdom for a Night! 

The guilty wes. was gone, the Day appears, 

She buli, and roſe, and double Mourning wears, 

As for her only Son, The ſits in Tears, 

And for her Father and her Husband ſends; 

Each quickly hears the meſſage, and attends. 

But when they came, and ſaw: her drown'd in Tears, 

Amaz'd they ask'd the Cauſe, what violent Fears, 

What real Il did wound her tender Mind 

What Friend was dead, for whom this Grief deſign'{) 
But ſhe ſate ſilent ſtill, ſtill ſadly cry d, 

And hid her bluſnhing Face, and wept, and ſigh'd. 
Both ſtrive to comfort, both lament her Fate, 
And fear ſome deadly Ill, they know not what. 
Thrice ſhe would ſpeak, thrice ſtopt; again ſhe trig 

To ſpeak her wrong, yet durſt not raiſe her Eyes: 

This too on Tarquin's ſcore, ſhe ery'd, I place, 

I'll ſpeak, P11 ſpeak, ah me! my own difgrace : 
And what they could, her modeſt words expreſt, 
The laſt remain d, her Bluſhes ſpoke the reſt. 


Both weep, and both the meets offence forgive; 


In vain you pardon; me, 
he pity you beltow, nor can I liyxe. 
This ſaid, her fatal Dagger pierc'd her fide, 
And at her, Father's feet ſhe fell and dy d. 
Her Soul flew through the wound, and mounts above 
As white and innocent as a Virgin Dove, 
Not ſpotted. with one thought of | Lawleſs Love. 
Vet as ſhe fell, her dying thoughts contriv'd 
The fall as modeſtiy as The had lv. 
The Father o'er the Corps, and Husband fall, 


And mourn, and both the common lots bewail. 


While thus they mourn'd, the generous Brutus cal 


And ſhew'd his Soul ill-ſuited with his Name. 

He graſpt the Dagger reeking in her Gore, 

And as. he held it, thus devouily ſwore; 

By thee, by this thy chaſte and innocent Blood, 

And by thy Ghoſt, which 1'l} eſteem. a God; * 
| wel welt Ei ro fifty: 


.can't receive 


MisctLLany Porms. 5y 
Tarquin, and alf his Race, ſhall” be expell d: 
My Virtue lon enough hath lain conceaPd. 
At that ſhe rais'd her Eyes, ſhe ſeem"d'to bow © 
Her Head, and with her Nod approy'd the Vow. 
The Pomp appears, and as it paſſes by, 
The gaping Wound & to publick View, 
Filld all the Croud with rage, and juſtly drew 
Curſes from every Heart, and Tears from eyery Eye. 
Young Brutus heads the Crowd, = the wrong, 
And tells them they endure the King too Jonge 
The King's expelPd; and Conſuls they create, 
And thus the Kingdom, chang'd into à State. 
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| E gone you Slaves, you idle Vermin fo, 2 
Fly from the Scourges, and your Maſter know; 
Let free, inipartial men from Dryden learn 
Myſterious Secrets, of a high concern, 
yl 4od weighty Truths, ſolid convineing Senſe,, 
yl Explain'd by unaffe&ted"Eloquence,” 7, .. 
| What ca you (Reverend Levi) here take lil? 
Men ſtill had'faults,” and men will have them ftill; 
He that hath none, and lives as Angels do, 
Muſt be an Angel; but what's that to you ? 
While mighty Zewis finds the Pope too great, 
And dreads the Yoke of his impoſing Seat, 
Our Sects a. more Tyrannick Power aſſume, 
And would for Scorpions change the Rods of Rome; 
That Church detain'd the Legacy Divine; 
Fanaticks-caft the Pearls of Heaven to Swine: 
What then have honeſt thinking men to do, 


dut chuſe a mean between th* Uſurping two? 
4 Nor 


56 de Fins Parr. of - 


Nor can th Zgyptian. Patriarch blame my Muſe, 
W hich for his Oy does his Ne OE 1 
What ever Councils have approv'd his Creed. 
The PREFACE. ſure was his own Act and Deed, 
Our Church will have that Preface read (you'll ſay)) 
'Tis true: But ſo ſhe will th * e 
And ſuch as can believe them, freely may: 

But did that God * little underſtod ) 
Whoſe darling Attribute is being good. 
From the dark Womb ot the rude Chaos bring 
Such various Creatures, and make Man their King; 
Vet leave his Favorite, Man, his chiefeſt Care, 
More wretched than the vileſt Inſects are? 

O! how much happier and more ſafe are they? _ 
If helpleſs Millions muſt be doom'd a Prey * 
To Yelling Furies, and for ever burn 
In that fad place from whence is no return, 


For Unbelief in one they never knew, 
Or for not doing what 3 Lalla dds X 
The very Fiends know for what Crime they fell, 
| (And fo do all their Followers that rebel) 
! If then, a blind, well-meaning Indian ſtray, 
Shall the great Gulph be ſhow'd him for BK, Kay? . 
For better ends our kind Redeemer dy "bid 
Or the faln Angels Rooms will be but ill ſupply'd. 
That Chriſt, who at the great deciding day 
(For He declares what He reſolves to lay). 
Will damn the Goats, for their Ul- natur i Faults, - 
And fave the Sheep, for Alion, not for Thoughts, 
Hath too much mercy to ſend men to Hell, 
Fot humble Charity, and hoping well. 
To what Stupidity are Zealots grown, 
Whoſe Inhumanity profuſely ſhown n 
In Damning Crone of Souls, may Daman their own ! 
I'll err at leaſt on the ſecurer Che, © <6 7 
A. Convert free from Malice and from Pride." 
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T0 Mr. Dxvpen, on his 


RELIGTO L ATI. 


Hoſe Gods the pious Ancients did adore, 

13 They learnt in Verſe devoutly to implore, _ 
Thinking it rude to uſe the common way 

Of TA: when they did to ſuch Beings Page. 
Nay the 25 oo — Religion firſt, thought fi t 
In Verſe its ſacred Precepts to tranſmit : 
80 Solon too did his firſt dias draw, 
And every little Stanza was a Law. 
By theſe few Precedents we plainly ſee | 
The Primitive Deſign of Poetry ; 
Which by reſtoring to its Natiye uſe, 
You generouſly have reſcu'd from abuſe, 
Whilſt your lov'd Muſe does in ſweet Numbers ſing, 
She W her God, and Godlike Ring: es 
Atheiſt, and Rebel too, . She does op | 
(God and the King have always the 5 ame \ Foes.) 
Legions of Verſe ou raiſe in their Defence, 
And write the Factions to Obedience; 
You the bold Arian to Arms defie, 
conquering Champion for the Deity _ 

lain the 'Whis s firſt Parents, who did dare 
15 diſinherit G04. Almi ighty's Heir. 


And what the bot brain d Arian firſt began, ? 


ls carried on by the Socmian, 

Who ſtill Aſſociates to keep God a Man, 

But 'tis the Prince of Poets Task alone | 
T' aſſert the Rights of God's and Charles's Throne. 
Whilſt yulgar Poets purchaſe vulgar Fame 

By chaunting Chloris or fair Phillis Name; 
Whoſe Reputation ſhall laſt as long, 

As Fops and Ladies ſing the amorous Song. 

A nobler Subject wiſely they refuſe, _ 

The migh weight r cruſh their _ Muſe, 
80 Story tells, a Painter once would t 

With his bold hand to Limn a Deity; 


D 5 And 


FF De. FiesT Part of 


And He, by frequent practiſing that part, 

Could draw 1'Minor-God with "wondrous Art: 
But when great Jove did to the Workman ſit, 
The Thunderer ſuch horrour did beget, | 
That put the frighted Artift to a ſtand, | 
And made his Pencil drop een! daft d Hand. 
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FIRST BOOK of HORACE. 


By the Earl. of Roſcomon. 
Integer 2 s- Sc. 


Irtue, Dear Friend, needs no defehes;) | 
| The fureſt Guard is Innocence: 24 
None knew, kill Guilt created Fear, * 
What Darts or poifon'd Arrows: were. 
Integrity undaunted goes 
Through Libyan ſands or Scythian hows. | 
Or where HyJaſpes* wealihy lide 
Pays tribute to the Perſian pride. 
For as (by amorous Thou 35 8 50 * 
Careleſs in Sabin Woods: 1 
A grifly foaming Wolf alfa” fs ew . 
Met me unarm'd, yet trembling . * yo 
No Beaſt of more portentous 2. * 
In the Hercinian Foreſt lies;-. oy 
None fiercer;. in · Numidia bred, x 
With Carthage were'in Triumph 2 tl 
Set: ms in the remoteſf place,” 
That Neptune's frozen Arms embrace? 
Where à EY Jobe did never "ſpare © * — k 
One of kind and temperate. Air ?: 3 an 
wh me where on ſome” thles- FM, $ 


The ea, 1 . 
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To ſee the Chariot or the Züurt 

So near their ſcorching Country run: 
The bürning Zone, the frozen Hes, 

Shall hear me ting of Cælia's Smiles; 

All Cold but in her Breaſt 1 will deſpiſe, 

And dare all Heat but that in Celia's Eyes. 
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* it; 5 
__ Ills your [Ageeibory have done, 
Romans, are now become your own; 
And they will coſt you dear, 
Unleſs you ſoon repair A 
The falling Temples which the Gods provoke, 
And Staties' fully'd yet with Sacrilegious Smoke. 
dpa Heaven that 'rais'd oy athers high, 
For humble; grateful Pi 
(As it rewarded their Re elpect) 
Hath ſharply puniſt'd your neglect. 
All Empires on the Gods depend, 5 
begun by their command, at their command they End. 
Let Craſſus Ghoſt and Labienus tel! 
How twice by Jove's revenge our Legions fell, 
And with inſulting Pride 
ge 'Roman' ſpoils the Parthian Victors ride, 
Soythian Ly gy tan Scum 
4) Had almoſt ruin'd Rowe, | 
While our Seditions took their part, 
ura each Egyptian fail, and wing'd eac Seythian dart, 
Firſt, theſe Flagitious times, | 
(Pregnant whh unknown Crimes) 


Con- 


60 + The Finsr Parr; of 
Conſpire to violate the Nuptial Bed, VL 
From which polluted Head , _ 
Infectious Streams of crowding Sins began, 
And through the ſpurious Breed and guilty Nation i. 
. _ _- _ Behold a ripe and melting Maid. 
Bound Prentice to the wanton. Trade; 
Tonian Artiſts at a mighty price 
Anſtruch her in the Myſteries of Vice... 
What Nets to ſpread, where 2 — 2.208 
And with an earl ng und they form the temper d Clay, 
0 Marry'd, Chet ns ſhe Tos 
By practice of Adult'rons Loves, 
2 AS Norns the common N _- 
To take advantage of her Husband's Wine, 
Or ſnatch in ſome dark. place 84 
A haſty Illegitimate Embrace. | 
No ! the. brib'd Husband knows of all, 
And bids her riſe when Lovers call; 
_ Hither a Merchant from the Straits 
Grown, wealthy by, forbidden Freights, 
Or City Cannibal, repairs,» i, ö 
Who feeds upon the fleſh of Heirs. 
Convenient. Brutes, whoſe tributary flame, 
Pays the full price of luſt, and gilds the lighted ſhame. 
Tis not the Spawn of ſuch. as theſe, 
That dy'd with Punick Blood the Conquer'd Seas, 
And quaſkt che ſtern Z#acidess; -. - 1 
Made the proud Aſian Monarch feel! 
How weak his Gold was againſt Europe's Steel; 
FTFoorc'd e'en dire Hannibal to yield, 
And won the long - diſputed World at Zama fatal field. 
But Soldiers of a Ruſtick Mould. 
Rough, hardy, ſeaſon'd, manly, bold; 
Either they dug the ſtubborn. Ground. 
Or through hewn Woods their weighty ſtrokes did 
| And after the declining San ./- Ic ound: 
Had changs the ſhadows, and their Task was done, 
Home with their weary, Team they took their way, 
And drown'd in friendly Bowls the labour of the day. 
£68 >> ; IR 4 Time 
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Fime ſenſibly all things impairs; - 

Our Fathers been worſe chan e 3 
And we than Ours; next Age will ſee 

A Race more proflſigate than we 


(Wich at the _ we take) have Skill enough. to be. 
— = 


The Fourth O D E of the 


— 


. 
© 7 


Onquer'd' with (fs and * ng See 
C And never-failing Vows of her return, 
Winter unlocks his froſty Arms 
To free the joyful Spring; 
Vbich for freſh Loves with yoùthful heat do's burn; 
Warm South-winds court her, and with fruitful ſhow's 
Awake the drowſie flowers, 
Who haſte and all their ſweetneſs bring 
To pay their yearly Offering. wet 
o nipping white is ſeen; ; * 
But all the Fields are clad with pleaſant Green, 
And only fragrant Dews now fall? 
The Ox forſakes his once warm Stall , 
To bask i th? Sun's much warmer beams ; 3 
The Plowman leaves his fire and his fleep, CIO 
Well pleas'd to whiſtle to his 191 6 Teams; — 
Whilſt the glad She . pipes to's sking peep; 
Na N the ſthili ; 
| reel d wks chants quit the 'S re, 
Reſolving once again to tr 
The Wind and Sea's Almigh ry Power 
chuſing much rather to be dead N 
5 Upon the flow'ry Plathe, 
5 Or under ſhady Trees, { e's 
The Shepherdeſſes and their Swains 
| Dance to their rural Harmonies ; 
. WT hey ſteal in private to the covert Groves, 
There * their well-heightned Loves 1 


08 mer Parr off. 


The City Dame takes this pretence 
(Veary of Husband and of Innocence) 
To quit che Smoak and Buſineſs ol the Town, 
And to her Country- houſe retires, 
Where ſue may bribe, then graſp ſome brawny Clog, 
, Or her ap inted Gallant come 
— ——— ＋ 1 —— 
Whilſt the poor Cucko is ſweat ak ome 
Maiatains her Luſk rv 4 
Bleſt as he thinks in ſuch a af err gens HY 
. ) Yobhl a the Worlds thik gay andfcee, 
Why ſhould not we: 
Let's then accept our Mother Nature's treat, 
| And pleaſe our ſelves with all that's ſweet; 
Let's to the ſhady Bowers. 
Where crown'd With gaudy flowers 
We'll drink and lang e away the gliding hours. 
Truſt me, Thyrſts grim Conqueror Death 
With the ſame bo he natches: a King's breath, 
He. huddles the poor fetter'd Slave, 
To's unknown Grave. 
Tho" each day we with coſt repair 
He mocks our greateſt skill and utmo care; | | 
Nor loves the Fair, nor fears the Strong, 
And he that liyes the longeſt, dies but young; 
And once depriy'd,of light 
"We! te wrapt in thilts of endleſs N 
Once come to thoſe dark Cells of Which we re told 
So many range. Romantick Tales of Old, 
(In things unknown NN juſtly bold) 
No more ſhall Mirth and Wine 
Our loves and wits 8 ot Sy 
No more ol og your Phyllis have, 
: Phyllis f. 0 long you've. pria d: 
. Nay the von. ths | 1+ eh ail a 
Shall lye like..us 
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The Fourth, ©.) D 2 of the 


SEC OND BOOK? of H ORACE. 


. Engliſs'd. by Mr. Duke. 


Luſh not, ay Friend, to own; the Love 
B Which thy fair Captive s Eyes 3 move 2. 
Achilles once, 1 Fierce, the e 
Stoopt to the Beauties of 4 Slave; 

Tecmeſſa's Charms could oyer-power, 
Ajax, her Lord and Conquerour; bb SOR... 
Great Agamemnon, when ſucceſs © | 


Did all his Arms with, Conqueſt bleſs ;- jr 7 Us 


When Hector's fall had gain'd him more 


Than ten long rolling years, before, oy 
-1 a 1 1 4 Virgin's nn 


Fen in t of en Les. 
Lou know not to What mighty Line 
The lovely Maid may make you . 
See but the Charms her Sorrow. wears, 
No common Cauſe could draw ſuch Tears; 
Thoſe ſtreams. ſure. that adorn her ſo 
For loſs of Royal Kindred flow: 
Oh! think nat. ſo divine 2 thing 


63 


Could from the Bed of Commons ſprings: 1. ehdag 2 


Whoſe Faith could ſo unmov'd remain, 15 


And ſo averſe to ſordid Gain, 
Was neyer born 
That might the  nobleff Love dif race... 
Her blooming Face, ber ſnowy Arm, 
Her well-ſhap'd Leg, and all her — 
Of her Body and her Face 

L poor 1, may ſafely praiſe, 
dulſpect not Laye the: 1 N ** 
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From Horace's eng A2 wee 
But think remoy'd by * e, 1010 525, 
All his Flames and e N e ! 
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"The Eighth O D Exef the 
SECOND BOOK of HORACE 
eie by Mr. Duke. 


F ever any-injur'd Power 7% f F 

By which the falſe Barine fore, 
Falſe, fair Barine, on thy head © ad ful 
Had the leaſt mark of Vengeance ſhed; */ hrew 
If but a Tooth or Nail of thee' © | flouri 
Had ſuffer'd by thy Perjury, © © han t 
1 ſhould believe thy Vows; but thou 
Since perjur'd doſt more charming grow. Whi 
Of all our Youth the publick care, PISS. or L 
Not half ſo Falſe as thou art Fair. 4a, 
It thrives with thee to be forſworn he ot 
By thy dead Mother's ſacred Urn, moe NN flouri 
By Heaven and all the Stars that ſhine ' Whoſe 

ithout, and every God within: a 
Venus hears this; and all the While Me ( 
At thy empty Vows does ſmile, gy Ind ey 
Her Nymphs all ſmile, her little Son _ wi 
Does ſmile, and to his Quiver run; | er de 
Does ſmile, and fall to whet his Darts 
To wound for thee freſh Lovers hearts. Ws 3.) Me | 
See all the Vouth does thee ober, ich 
Thy train of ſlaves grows every day; er 
Nor leave thy former Subjects thee; © lis Ye 
Thoꝰ oft they threaten to be free, 1 3608 
Tho' oft witk Vows falſe as thine are, Wh⸗ 
Their forſworn Miſtreſs they forſwear. ad o 
Thee every careful Mother fears t Chlo 
For her Son's blooming tender yeats Jer tb 
Thee frugal Sires, thee the young” Bride 
In Hymen's Fetters newly t WWA ho* þ 
Leſt thou detain by ſtronger Charms . onſta 

Th expected Husband from her Ams. 7% 
8 _ | "I H 0. 
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HO RA CE. 8 
Hilſt L was welcome to your heart, 
In which no happier Youth had part, 
\nd full of more prevail ing Charms, 
hrew round 4 Neck his dearex; NPs. 14 7 * 


nee richer. and. e EN”. An V 

han the great Monarch o % ef 
ee 14. Fa g/ 
Whilſt all thy Soul with me was fil d. i u Bark 
or Lydia did to Chloe yield, N Pads nie 


dia, the celebrated Name, 
he only Theme of Verſe and frame, 
flouriſh'd more than ſhe renown d, raw 


#4 


Vhoſe Godlike Son our Rome did 2-85 phy _ fy be 

F HORACE. 12 "46 Tok ict! 
Me Chloe now, whom every / Muſe,” yk bien 4 
Ind every Grace adorn, ſubdu es 
or whom, I'd gladly dye, to ſave r en 
er dearer Beauties from the Grave. ? 
e £5 otty r 
Me lovely, Calais does fire Matter od? 
Vith mutual flames of fierce deſire; UE 172} HC 
or whom I twice would dye, to ſave... 4 oh 
lis Youth more precious from the Grave: 

7 H ORA CE. en Ne 
What if our former Loves red,, | 
ind our firſt fires again ſhould burn? 
Chloe's bani{h'd to make way 
or the forſaken, Lydia? | 

L D 14... bd br $50 iP 

ho* he is ſhinin as a Star, db. 
onſtant and kind as he is Fair; 17 4 
hou light as Cork, rough as the Seas, 
et J would live, IN with thee. 
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SS N berween .. 
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HO RAC B-and\L\F"'D 7 4 i vill 
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| OR 
W Hile 1 a 99 REL 1 ur nt, | FI 
And no eneroaching Lora: i'd A part: 
Unrivall'd while my longin Arms 1 caſt 
About your lovely neck and ſlender waſle, f 10 
And you to every one bit me were chaſte {' x 
I ſcorn'd the lofty Perſian Monarch's tate, 


And thought my ſelf your 5 and as ben 8 


While 1 TRA no fairer She An 
Had ſtole heart away from nie; 
While = Oakes =Þ * On — N 

d a Conque k re was mine; 
Not 1 —— 9 A 
Although a r iweet Embraces four 

WS. > +: or oC | 

Now Thracian Chloe las ſupply'd. your Jace, k 
She charms me with her Muſi 45 and her 
To ſave her life, I with —4 own Would i | 
And freely give * as 1 1 my heart.” : 
| D IA. 


8 10629 51 


Fair Calais now, — — Meſenian Bore. 
Loves me, I him as'equally enjo 
If by my dying he mi Nt Tonger he,” | 
I'd give two lives, if Thad * to 
HO RAC E. 1 24 

W hat if kind Venus ſhould our a unite, 
And force us to adore that Love we light ? 
If Chloe with her golden locks" ſfibuld Leid, 
And eas Lydia" ſhould regain the Tied? | 


J 
k 


L 194 


Miseszraxv Pons. © 
If ſo, tho? you are cruel 2. ia 


Leſs to be truſted than the Seas or Wind; IT 
Tho' he ſo kind, ſo cha and ſo true, 


J willingly would er die n — | 
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FIRST BOOK of PROPERTIOS. 


Ei by Mr. Adam. 
S on the Beach fad Ariadne 1: 


a 24% 
While the deaf Winds falſe 75 he ſeus bore away, 
As from the Rock Andromeda. redeem'd 


More ſweet, more fair in ber firſt ſlumber ſeem'd;. 


Or as the 5 8 you Bacchanal _. 
Surpiz'd by le ſmooth ſtream does fall ; 
Such ſeem 


d . me, * was my Cynthia lay d. 

While breathing ſoft repoſe the lovely Maid 8 

On her fair hand recſin d her bending head; 

When I well drunk through the too narrow Street 

Dragg'd home at Mi ty unfaichful Feet! 

But as ſh* appear 'd ſo charming to m view, 

Gently 1 preſt the Bed; and near her 

Thinking (for ſo much ſenſe I ſtill retain'd) a 

The ron of Love es Tonk by fur wy be . jr 

Yet tho? commanded — a 

Both by the flames of Nor Ng hor Deſire In 23.1 

Tho* my lewd hand would naughtily have _— 

And I would fain Arms have ready mad e; 

1 durſt nat in the ſoft aſſault engage, 

Dreading to wake her well ex perienc'd Rage ; 

But ſo my greedy eyes ſurvey'd her o'er, 

The waking Argus warcht not Jo more; Wor? 

Sometimes 1 loos'd the Chaplet from my Brow, * 
And try'd how ſweetly would on Cynthia's ſhow. 

Sometimes corrected her diſorderd Hair, 

That looſely wanton'd with the ſportive Air; 


And. 


— 2 
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And when ſhe ſigh'd,- I credulouſly fear'd 
Some frightful Viſion to my Love appear d. 
Till the W Moon thro' the wide Window ſhong, 
(The Moon that would not ſuddenly be gone; 
She with her ſubtile rays uncles'd her eyes, ́ 
When thus againſt me did her fury riſe. _ _ 

At length affronted by ſome tawdry Jade, 
Kick'd out of doors, you're forc'd into my Bed; 
For where is it you ſpend my Nights? you come 
Dran off and impotent at Morning homo; 
I wiſh, baſe man! I wiſh ſuch nights you Jad: 2 
As you force me! unbhappy me] to lead! | 


Sometimes I with my Needle 705170 deceive, . , 


A 


Beguile my Sorrows, and my 

3 31 15 45 * . a1 G #2 1k : 
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Then with my Lute my Wearineſs relieve; 

Then do I weep, and curſe your tedious ſtay, - 
While in ſome other's Arms you melt away 
"Till Sleep's ſoft wings my willing Eye-lids. cloſe, - 
Cares .compole, 
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PETRONIUS' ARBITER 
Fæaa eſt in Coien S brevis voluptat. 


T* $ but a ſhort, but a filthy pleaſure. 

= And we ſoon nauſeate the enjoy'd treaſure; 
Let not us then as luſtful Beaſts do. 
Slovenly, abruptly, blindly-fall cos 
Leſt we put out Love's gentle fire; 
And droop, and languiſh in impotent defirg: 
But thus we'll lye, and thus we'll kiſs,” 
Thus, thus improve the laſting bliſs ! 

There is no labour here, no ſhame, 

The ſolid Pleaſure's ſtill the ſame. 


Never, oh, never to be done, 


Where Love is ever but begun, 
| | E PI 
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From Mr. Orway to Nin Der. 


Y much-lov'd Friend, when thou art from my eyes, 
How do I loath the day, and light deſpile ? 

igbt, kinder Night's the much more welcome Gueſt, . 
or thoꝰ it bring ſmall eaſe, it hides at leaſt; 5 
pr if ger Sloan and my; Eyes agree, 
is when they're crown d with pleaſing dreams of thee, 
it night methought” (Heav'n make the next as kind) 
| 3 


tee as firſt Innocence, and unconfin'd | 

our firſt: Parents in their Eden were, | * of 
re yet condemn'd/to\eat their bread with care, 
Ve two together wander'd through a, Grove, 
was green beneath us, and all ſhade above, | 
ld as. our; Friendſhip, ſprin ing as our Love; 

undreds of chearful Birds fill | 
nd ſung their joyful Songs of Liberty : 
Vhile through the gladſome Choir well pleas'd we 
Ind of bur preſent valu d State thus talk d; (walk'd, 
ow happy are we in this ſweet retreat? b 
us humbly bleſt, who'd labour to be great? | 
Tho for Preferments at a Court would Wait, 
Vhere every ns nibbling at the, bait }. 2 yr 
Vhat Fiſh of ſenſe would on that: ſhallow lye, .. . » 
Imongſt the little ſtarving wrigling Fry... 
hat throng and crowd each other for a Taſte K r 
pf the deceitful, painted, poiſon'd Paſte; _.. .,: |; 
Vhen the wide. River he behind him fees, | 


every Tree, 


N 


here he may launch to Lihert. 


7 and Eaſe? | 


o cares or buſineſs here diſturb our hours, 7 
V hile underneath» theſe ſhady, peaceful Bowers, 
n cool delight and-innocence} we tray, gg. 
Ind midſt a thouſand Pleaſures: waſte the day; ß, 


ometimies upon a River's bank we lye; |, 


, 
N. 
19 * 


Phere 6 IEIEE oler the ſurface fff, 


S%% 2 

” * * 
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Juſt as a” — declining with his Beams, ho h 
Kiſſes and Pm. the an g Streams nd fo 
Amidſt w T2390 riſing Fl 8 ith e 
And rowl in wanton Liberty ae What 
Perha 186 by chere rows a little B e m 
On which innet, ightingale, and brulh, ſich c 
Nightly their ſolemn Orgyes meeting keep, df Bot 
ſing their Veſpers ere they g0 to lee il of 
There we two lye, between us oy be's read ch w 
Some Book, few underſtand, though man read: lean, 
Sometimes we Virgil's facred Leaves turn o'er, Then e 
Still wond ring, And ſtill finding eauſe for more. = imp 
Now Juno's rage did good Seat vex, | 
Then how he had revenge u n her Sex a: la 
In Dido's ſtate, whom bravely he enjoy'd, | VOIR 
And quitted her as bravely too when oy'd; cch t 
He 135 the fatal danger of her Charms, Ind le 
And ſcorn'd to — his Virtue in her Ae here 
Next Niſus Ar, alas we admire, ee 
Their gentle Friendſhip, and their martial Fire; Till ir 
We praiſe their Valour, cauſe yet matcht by none, With t 
And love their. Friendſhip, ſo much like our own. ut gay 
- But when to give our Minds a Feaſt indeed, qui. 
Horace, beſt known and lov'd by thee; We read; 1 
W ho can our Tranſports, or our Longings cell, nd tt 
To taſte of pleaſures,” prais'd by him ſo Well: Pr elſe 
Wich thoughts of Love, and Wine, by him we're fir'd nd th 
Two things in ſweet retirement much. defir'd. While 
A generous Bottle and a loveſome She, Ind tc 
Are th'only Joys in Nature, next to Thee: The U 
To which retiring uietly at F, it ut uſe 
If (as that on! 5 to dd deli i, ext e 
When to our little Cottage we repair, / ollies 
We find a Friend or two, we'd wilh for . ; e me 
Dear B—ly, kind as parting Lovers Tears, Who t 
Adderly, boneſt as the Sword he wears,:: ur = il tend 
wilſon, profeſſing Friendſhip,” yet a Friend, —_— WY 
Or — Shert, beyond what numbers can commend, ind in 
Finch, full of Kindneſs, 2 as: his — ted ets F. 
Fas to do, to m ben k 
Wo 


0 


M1is&ELLANY PORMS. 


ho have forſook the wild tumultuous r 
ind for a taſte, of life to us come oa © 
lich eager Ay how cloſely ; 1 W. embra 

What Joy's in ey ry heart, and ey'ry, face! 
The 3 Table $ uickly 1 oer 

ich choiceſt Meats at leaft, though not with Rare 
df Bottles next ſucceeds a. goodly Train, 


Oh 


"make Court : 2 


ul of what chears the Heart, and fires the Brain. 

lean, ſound and ſhinin ng ike, its Drinker's Glaſs.” — 

Then down we, fit, whi every Genius mne 

improve, . 
9 Gil af hour pref wes to ſtint delight, EIS Sf © re 

Ve laugh, loye, drink, and when that f done tis night s 

ach takes th” 995 — Treafure' of his heart, | 1 

ind leads her willing to his ſilent Bed, Sr 

ut 2 ſenſe with pe 77 2 plealureE's fed; . 

diſfoly'd, each falls aſleep, Tho 

t dawn of morning to renew delight 

o quiet 2 0 ti ll of BP 

Then we the ie Cells ot Sleep forſake, 

nd to our Books out earlieft viſit make; 1 

nd there methinks, Fancy ſits Queen of all; © of * 

Vhile the pogr, Uoder- Faculties FSI. oy 

The Underſg 

put uſefully 7 


ch waited on by a bright Virgin Laſs, 
he, deſerves 12 Sactifice : 2 

vel warm'd and pleas d, as We think fit we part, 
here no 8 5. Cares come near is ne, 

Till in fl A cok 
With rwining Limbs, that ſtill Love's poſture keep; 

the next night: 

dr elſe our thoughts to wa attendance call, 

Ind to her fickle Maje 

ext ebm the 


Leaſon, the boneſt 
Ind inta 


uxt W1 
ets "DE 5 


den how the es e eee 


275 kult, comes plainly . 


ann rance to 
ill, that Bully of the . 


ollies wait. on im in a Troop behind; 
e meets Reception from the antick 
Vho thinks her Maje 


tended by. thoſe fee Gentlemen. Yu 


s moſt honour'd when 


rev lute 
loafe irr 


PC! 1 
"ih Ls 4 
oun 1 0 0 . wil - | 


* goes z, 17 165 1 
ar AN.. 


7 

160 4 
FT” 16 
This 


* E 4 
#: 


This Ithage * 


b Pier Pant f 


hen i it came too fiercely ſhook 


My Brain, which. its 7 quiet ſtraight. n 


When Waking as I caſt 


around 7 2 


eyes Wy 
Nothing but 804 loath'd Vanities i I, fe ound Fn 
No Grove, no. Freedom, and what's 
No Friend; for I have none compa 


soon then my 


Thoug 


14 


orſe to me, 


With thee. 


Wete ſeiz d; which to divert 1 fram'd this 


Gods! Life 8. your gift, then ſeaſon't with ſue 
5 meant a Bleſſi 5 

Let me to the remoteſt part | 
Of this your play. thing made in 7 the. World; 

nt me Quiet, 
what's needful, an 
- +. riend I truſt in, and the She I' love, © 
Then fix me; and if e er I wiſh Remove, 


That What 


Vs 


* me as great 
me in Power, t 


To 


But make Life what 1 


1 1 


989 
4 ab - ' "+ 


Tiber 


and Peace 


= night ſoft caſe; | "= 


hts with, their old T. rant Care 


745 
ate, 


rove no Vei ht. 
Sha 'd.. p | 


95 at's 7 as ye can, 


e WO 


tul'ſt ſtate of Man; 
be by Fools miſ led to Knaves a Sn iN 
ask, . or take” t ay. 


mo 9 ET 4 
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A LETTER. 1 2 FRIEND, 
A 


Youth once free and happy, now a Slave, 
Found a retreat within a peaceful Cave; 


Where no Intraders durſt his hours moleſt, 


(But the Dear Paſſion ftill inflam'd his Breaſt) 


And where abandow'd-to his reſtleſs Pains, 


He wee 


From t 
a dear Friend (ich as are hard to find) 


r a cruel Chefe 


In theſe 2 t 
My only F 

That I'm e by Love. oppos' 

ere I ask Om ſure to 


0 
$28 true and juſt; and longing 
Who always ſhar'd his Pleaſures and his Pain, 
writ the tormented Swain. 


pr y Fate, Se 
hy Hate : | 


fend, 


learn my unhap 


to be kind, 


Cynthia's neyer 2 0 un. 


* and | els his welghty * vo * 
nice 


a 


Mis oz any Potus: 73 


ou are not igu'rant of her charms I know, 
— well bel che de own, and thence my woe: 
Yet nouſt/I not complain, I own the Fair M „An ＋ 
Has: juſtly doom d me to the pains I bear; 
For I have long prophanely 2 at Love, 
And oft to make the World deſpiſe it, ſtroye. 
Wanton till now were all the flames I knew, 
With Pleaſures wing d my Minutes gaily fly: 
When Beauty wounded, Wine ſoon freed my Soul, 
My Peace came ſwimming in the healing Bo-ãW—' —1C 
Jor if too weak the Wine againſt Loves charms; | 
I took ſome balmy Harlot to my Arms; & 
Which abways did the raging Pains remove, 
And cool the ſtings of any other Love. 
In peace and plenty; with ſtill new Delights, 

I paſs'd my jqyful Days and Amorous Nights. 
But now in vain that freedom loſt I mourn, 
My far-fled Liberty will ne'er return; n 
Too ſtrong's my Paſſion, as the Nymph too Fair, 

(Ab, lovely Nymph, muſt I for ever bear) 
In your bright An ſuch Heav'nly Beauties ſhine, - - 
You want but Mercy to be all Divine; 
Loſt freedom to regain I dare not try, ; 
That were rebellion, and I ought to dye. 
Why ſhon'd your pow'rful Charms your Pride create, 
Tour Pride your only Fault, my only Fatee 
Thus oft T've moutn'd the Conqueſt of her Eyes, 
Since firſt my Heart was made her Sacrifice, 
And ſhe the panting Victim cou'd deſpiſe. 
Yet ſpite of all her vigorous diſdai n, 
I love. my Ruin, and I hug my Chain. 
Reaſon in vain endeavours to perſuade 
That I ſhou'd quit this haughty, ſcornful Maid; 
Small Paſſions. often make our Reaſon yield, _ * 
When Love invades, it well may quit the Field. 
Your hopeleſs Friend thus koputthing remains, =, 
Enſlay'd by one who will not eaſe his Pains; | 
smiles when he weeps; and frowns when he com- 
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By the wife of St. Alexis (@ bu 9. 
2 * Abſence Fe TH left her on hi 
Wedding Night unenjo out EVE Zeal 
wiſer 4 the Chrittian Churches, - | . 


Written in Latin by Fran, Remotid, a 90%. 


Praisd and Loy'd by the beſt Youth of Rome, 
1 My fatal Charnis/ſent many ro their Tomb, 
Now wretched: Maid, and miſerable Wite, 
In Tears; and in 0 ints,- muſt 170 my Life; 
Abandowd by my Husband ere enjoy 
With thoughts o — yet wee doy'd, 
He leaves me to my anxious Cares a Prey; 
Ah! my Alexias, whither do you ſtray; 
Whilſt in my Maiden widow'd, Bed I fy 
More wrerched than the Dead; and with to dye? 
In you were all my Hopes, dear Wanderer, 
Your doubted: Safety now creates my Fear; 
He broke his he ney he broke our Marriage-bond, 
What dangers may a perjur d Wretch ſurronnd, \ 
At leaſt his flight his tender Feet may wound? 
Oh! that 1 knew which way his courſe he ſteers, 
*Twou'd foſten much my Pains, and leſſen much n * 
A Letter ſhou 6 inform him of my Cares, Fend e 
And he with pity ſure wou'd read my Pray'rs; rt wh 
I'd write him heb might move a ſenſeleſs Stone, With 


. Nay his hard Heart to bd foe! compaſſion. Or if, 
But, when we writs, too flow are the returns, H, 
Too flow, for one chat with m ion burns; 0 — 


Letters I wou'd not truſt, my ſelf wou'd go, Or lu 
And from my Mouth my 8 he Maud know, A* 
Zy ſtealch L' leave my Father's Houſe, cas you he 
Did firſt, alas! the ſad Example ſflew. w 
My preſſing Love wow'd:witg my: willing Fee, 1 
Fo fy; tik my Alexia I fhow'd meet. 
Through Deſarts I durſt go (a tender Maid). 
In fearch of you LI could not be afraid. 


N 


Mr5etrravy Por. of 
No dang ers ſhould m 7 eager r ſte or 5 7 | - 


My lunsch lee and L Ve el dk den 
EH Dragons againit me their Crete tho rei, | i 


oo 


Or ſhould E meet a Lyon or a 

I never cun be capable of Fear. 

David (too 50 £1 for toils) a tender "Np 
could the fierce Lyon and rough Bear deftroy ; 
From his ſmall Hind a Pebble could ney 


And ſtrike the Mountain Gyant to the Ground. 2 


Ir Ahlen General,” Bethulid's dread, © 


By a chaſte Woman's Hand did loſe his Head, 
And ſhe Was by her Guardian Angel lec. 
Why may not my attempts fuccef ul prove, 
Aſſiſted by Divinity, and Love: N 

With fearleſs courage I. dare undertake © 

1 Actions, for my Husband's fake: 

Throug 

becker by Land thou wand'reſt or by Sea; 
Whether on Shbar or on the wellig Mak, 
One Houfe, one Boat may both of us contain 4. 
If your ſharp Keel Tonian Waves diyide, 
On that Ionian Sea my Bark ſhall ride. 

If (t contemplate on the ſufferin 

And cruel Death gf the bleſt King of Kings). 

A Flgrim to the Holy-land you go,. | 
II join in Adoratidn there Aich Jeu. Yi 
If where th*, adored Silver Jorthn —_—_—=. 
With you in Paleſfin- Tl offer Holy Vows; 

Or if to Scyrhian Mountains you repair, 

And leave this * rate for that frozen Air; 
With thee (my 80 a) I willingly can dwell. | 
On the cold Top the Caucaſian Hill, a 
Or ſhould you Sunder o'er the Libyan Sand, | 
(That vaſt and wild unhoſpitable Land) tn | 
Thro“ thoſe” parcht Plains with thee (my Love) 1 
Nor fear the Fu ungry, ſavage Beaſts of Prey : 


On 1 . 4 


PU 


Il be a Thratian, if to Thrace you fail; 
My Love ſhall” o'er my Sexes fears prevail, 
othing to tae + you we _ a Toil. 


all the World (ny Life] J“ f tan Thin] | 


Tho' 
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Tho' to the utmoſt Indies you are driy 'n, TY 

Till I can reach your: Arms, I' know. no Hay'n, 

Ah! let chaſte Love propitious Planets keep 

Safe from the dangers of the. greedy Deep; 
Yet if my Ship by Tempeſts mult be torn, 
By artful ſtrokes. above the Waters born 
In ſpite. of Nature 1 ſhall ſwim to ſhoar, 
For Love will give my untaught, hands the pow'r, 
The flaming Conſtellations are in Love, 1 

And Seas, and all that in the Waters move; 
But the unſettl'd Waves, nor the inconſtant Wind 

Shall ever move my Faith, or ſhake my ſtedfaſt Ming 
But if inevitable Fates decr e, 

That I muſt ſuffer in the angry Seas _ ( 
Leviathan, let me become thy Prey; 
(The only ſuccour ſuch a Fate can give), 

In thy kind, Bowel hidden let me live, 

7 here let me reſt, till thou ſbalt find that ſhoar 
Where my, Alexias is a. Wanderer, '-,, _ 
There caſt me up unhurt, and leave me there. 

So in * ſcaly Monſter Jonas lay. 


+ 
i 


Protected from the Fury of the Sea 0 4158 
Both wondred at their Lot, and both rejoic'd, 
One with his Gueſt was ply the other with his Hof; 


The third day came; and then (by Heaven's command} 
The Fiſh reſtor'd'the; Prophet to the Land. 

But if to me no Fiſh will fayour they, . +1 
And (dear Alexias) I muſt dye for 51 * 
Oh Love Divine! I'm. pleas'd for thee to fall, 
For thee, chaſte Author of my Funeral; 
The Sea ſhall take my Name, and mongſt the Stan 
Il be a Guide to wandring Mariners: | 
While they with wonder ſhall repeat my Name, 
A Faith like mine deſerves no leſs a Fame; 
[They'll doubtleſs pray, that, ſuch a Wife, above, | 


May be rewaxded for ſo. chaſte a, Love:; 
And that her Husband there may; conſtant prove, 
And for the load of Waters ſhe has born 


— 


15 * 


Mivcetr any Por us. * 
las! 1 raye: with Fancies 1 am fed, © 2 
ot knowing where my deareſt Husband's fled, 
ſearch him, dreaming in my widow'd Bed. * 


fto the Woods I go, or Rocks, or Shoars, 

rom thee they” ve learn'd to feorn Love's. mighty 
nheard, alas! I loſe my Am'rous Groans, © [Pow rs. 
de Winds, and Waves refuſe to hear my Moans, 
cho alone can ſuffer my complaint, 

Ind The with repetition is grown faint. 

Return (my Life) for, what can cauſe your . 1 
f thou haſt Pity, come, oh! come away: 
h! ſuffer, not thy abſence I ſhould mourn, 
| come to thee,, if thou canſt not return, 


n 


4 M 4. R ＋ _ L 'T y 
Or the Third Hdyllium of). 
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10 An Love HENS my way 
My browzing Goats upon the Mountains * 2 
Tityrus, tend them well, and ſee them fed : 8 


Th: % * 
4 g 9 ; 


Paſtures froſh, and to their watering led; 
nd 'ware the Ridgling with his buiting dead. 
h beauteous N ymph, can you forget your Love, Ne 
he conſcious Grortos, ahd t ſhady Grove; 5 
here ſtretcht at eaſe your tender Limbs were laid, 
our nameleſs Beauties nakedly diſplay'd ? [CEE 
hen 1 was call'd your Darlin your Deſire, 1 
ith Kiſſes ſueh as — my — on r 
ou are chang'd, yet I am All the fame, 
Heart —.— "tor both x double 22 a 
py d but unmov'd, and patient of your Storn; © / 
I, and you ſo much forſworn! 

Eg I die, 


I; 


— 


FX 


1-die, and Death will finiſh all my pain, 
Yet ere I die, behold. me once again: 
74 fo much deform d, ſo chang'd of late? 
hat partial Judges axe aur Love and Hate! 
To wildings have J gather'd for my Dear, 
ow ruddy like 1 Lips theix ftreaks n 
Far-off you view'd them with a longing Eye 
Upon the topmoſt branch (the Tree was high ;) 
Yet nimbly up, fram bough to bough I ſwery'd; . 
And for to-morrow. have Ten more reſeryd, 
Look on me kindly and ſome pity ſhew, 
Or give me leave at leaſt to look. on you, 
Some God transform me * Heay'nly Pow'r 
Ev'n to a Bes to buzz within your Bow'r, 
The winding Ivy-chaplet to invade; 
And folded Fern eat your, fair, Forehead ſhade. 
Now to my coſt the force of Love I find; 
The heavy hand it bears on human kind! 
The Milk of Tygers was his Infant food, 
Taught from his tender years the taſte of blood; 
His brother, whelps and he ran wild about the wood, 
Ah Nymph, train'd up in his Tyrannick Court, 
To make the ſuff rings of your Slaves your ſport! 
Unheeded Ruin] treacherous Delight! _ 
O poliſh'd hardneſs ſoften'd to the ſight ! 
Whoſe radiant Eyes your Ebon Brows adorn, 
Like Midvight. thoſe, and theſe like break of Morn, 
Smile once again, reviye me with your Charms; 
And let me die contented in your Arms. 
I would not ask to live another Day, 
Might J but ſweetly kiſs my Soul away! 
Ah, why am I from empty Joys debarr'd, 
For Kiſſes are but empty, when compar'd! 
I rave, and in my raging fit ſhall ter 
The Garland/which I wove for you to wear, 
Of Parſly, with a wreath of Ivy bound? 
And bordex/d with a Roſie edging round. 
What pangs 1 feel, unpity'd and unheard ! 
Since I muſt. die, why is my Fate deferr'd ! 


| Ad 


* bo 7 
8 
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ip my Body of my Shepherd's Frock +. - 
wk hat ahead! nfat ofa Rock, 


chere yori old"Fiſher views the Waves from high! - 


» 


is that convenient leap L mean to try. 


'ou would be pleas'd, to fee me plunge to ſhear, | 


ut better pleas d if Þ ſhould rĩſe no more. 
might have read my Fortune long ago, 


hen, ſeeking my ſucceſs in Love to know, 


try'd al ar e Pro Rane ways 2 
Poppy-leat upon my to lay; 7 1 
—5 and yet no lucky erack did follow | 

et 1 ſtruck hard, and yet the leaf lay hollow, 

Ind which was worſe, if any worſe could prove, 

he with'ring Leaf foreſhew'd your with'ring Love: 

et farther (Ah, how far à Lover dares!)' 

y laſt recourſe 1 had to Sieve and Sheers; 

Ind told the Witch' Agreo my diſeaſe,  - 

Agreo that in Harveſt us'd to leaſe; | 

ut Harveſt done, to Chare-work did afpire 

eat, Drink, and two Pence was her daily hire; 
o work ſhe went, her Charms ſhe mutter'd o'er, 
Ind yet the reſty Sieve wagg' d ne er the more 
wept for woe, the teſty Beldame ſwore, 

Ind foaming with her God; foretold my Fate; 

hat I was:doom'd to Love, and you to Hate. 
milk-white Goat for you I did provide, 

wo milk-white Kids run frisking by her ſide, + 
or which the Wut-brown Laſs, Erithacis, — r 
ull often offer'd many a . 
lers they ſhall be, fince you refuſe the price: 

hat madman would o'erſtand his Market twice! 

y right Eye itehes, ſome good- luck is near, 

erhaps my Amaryllis may appear, 8 

I ſet up ſuch à Note as ſhe ſhall hear. » 
hat Nymph but my melodious Voice would move? 
he muſt be Flint, if ſhe refuſe my Love. 


0 Win his Lady, or to loſe his Life, 
What ſhift ſome men will make to get a Wite?) * 
E 4 Threw 


Lpomenes, who ran with noble ſtrife 8 


% 
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Threw down a. golden Apple in her way, 
For all her haſte ſhe could not chuſe but ſtays 7 
Renown ſaid Run, the glitt ring Bribe cry'd Hold; 

The Man might have been hang'd but for his Gold. 

| Yet ſame ſuppoſe twas Love ; wins few. indeed,) 


That ſtopt the fatal fury of her ſpeed d 
She ſaw, ſhe figh'd; her nimble Feet refuſe 


Their wonted ſpeed, and ſhe took pains to loſe, * 

A Prophet ſome, and ſome a Poet er, "of 
(No matter which, ſo neither of them lye,) 4 

From ſteepy Othyrs! top, to Pylus drove” 1 |: | 2 
His Herd; and for his pains enjoy'd his Love: * 
It ſuch another wager ſhould be laid, ; ' 
I'll find the Man, if you can find the Maid. J 
Why name I Men, when Love extended finds 

His pow'r on high, and in Cceleſtial Minds? ran 


Venus the Shepherd's homely habit took, /' | 

And manag'd ſomething elſe. beſides: the Croak. 

Nay when Adonis dy'd, was heard to roar, E 
And never from her heart forgave the Bor. | 
Holy bleſt was fair Endymion with his Moon, JM the 
W 5055 on Latmos top from Night to Noon?! dy C 


What Jaſon from Medea's Love poſſeſt, rwe 
You ſhall not hear, but know tis like the reſt. nce 
My aking Head can ſcarce ſupport the pain; corn 
This curſed Love will ſurely turn my brain: aun 
Feel how it ſnoots, and yet you take no pitʒ , ¼ o fo 
Nay then 'tis time to end my doleful ditt. or L 
A clammy ſweat does o'er my Femples creep; rom 
My heavy Eyes are urg'd wich Iron lee: ad t 
1 lay me down to gaſp my lateſt Breath, 16 oy 
The Wolves will get à Breakfaſt by my;Deathj - + Shine, 
Yer ſcarce enough their hunger to ſupply - ou, 
For Love has made me Carrion ere I «ory W fern 
„ „ont eee or renne e he 
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PHA RUACEDTRIA 
0 R. 1 HE N Fabr. 


INCHANTRESS. 


3 ; : nk 

nztha is 4 * introduc'd by tbe Poet in Loves with 

one Delphis, and not having ſeen him in Twelve 

days, and ſuſte 2 cking him to love ſome other Woman, 
e 


She, by. th of her Maid Theſtylis, er 8 
by Charms to ro * | 


ranſlated from: Theotritus by A Mr. William noble, of 
Ling“ College i in NAP: 

HE Philiers, Theſtylis, W — * repare, wt. 

1'll try, ſince neither Gods, nor Delphis hear, 
If the falſe Man, by me in yain beloy'd, 
By Charms, and Arts more powerful, can be mov d. 
welve days, an Age to me, alas! are paſt 
Since at theſe doors he knock'd, or me ſaw haſt; I 
Scorn'd and neglected, if I live, or no, 
Iahuman as he is, he does not know. 
o ſome new Miſtreſs ſure he is inclin'd, 
For Love has wings, and he a changing mind. 
o- morrow I'll to the Paleſtra go, 7 
Ind tell him he's unkind to aſe. me ſo.. _ 
Now to my Charm : bur you, bright Queen of "i 
pine, and aſſiſt me with your borrow” * 

ou, mighty Goddeſs, I invoke; and Jou 2077 
Infernal Hecate 
When you aſcend from the pale ſhades below: 
rough gaping Tombs; and the divided ground. 
been karren ſeizes all around, 
he Dogs at your approach affrighted fly,), 
ft, and with your ""_— aid be nigh ; 


In- 


— 
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Inſpire. this he "y LAY it proye as ſtrong 

As Firs e ea's 80 
ang bak fatrei herbs} aA pots "fail charms, 

Bring back 1 perjur d Delphis to my arms. 

Throw Meal upon the hallow'd flames: d'you ſtand 

Inſenſible, you Sot, when I command ? 

Or am 1 ſcorn'd, and grown à jeſt to you? 

Strew Salt, and ſay, thus Delphis' Bones I ſtrew. 
Bring back, * N herbs, and pow'rful charms, 
Bring back per ur d Delphis to my arms, 

ha Delphis me, 1 this Laurel "4g #2 57-7608 


And as 2 burns, and does to Aſhes turn, 


And cracks, and in a glorious light expires, 
So may falſe Delphis burn in Jufcker Fires. 
Bring back, ye ſacred herbs, and pow'rful charms, 
Bring back the perſur d Delphis to my arms. 
As the Wax melts, which in the Fire J caſt, 
So in Love's ſlower flames may Delphis waſte : 
And as this Wed With motion quick turn'd round, 
Tho feemin o on, and quit its round, 
Returns, an in ft Magick Circle ſtill is Found; 
So, tho” went and gl from my Embrace, | 
May he return, and ftill maintain his place. 
Bring back, Je ſacred ys and pow'rful charms, 
Bring back t hr Delphis to my arms. 
Hail, Artemis, and aid me from above; 
You all the ftubborn Pow'rs below can ove, 
Th” infernal Judges and th' infernal Kin 
Ring, Theſtylis, The ſounding Braſs, haſte, ring; 
She comes, the, Goddeſs comes the dreadful cry 
Of howling Dogs gives notice the is nigh. 
Bring mos 75 cred herhs, and pow 72 charms, 
Brin KY 75 erjur'd Delphis to my arms. 
See! filent are the Winds, a nd ſleep | 
Has calm'd the ragi ing Seas, and ſmooth'd the Deep 
But the rough Tempeſt, that diftrafts my Breaſt, 


No Calm can find, 5 will admit no re 
O Gay. .and violated Fame! | 


1 AION him whoſe Loye's my only frame, 


— g 
0 Ld 


M ICELLANTY PorMs. 
2 qo, I» ſacred. herbs, and pow'rful charm 7 
12. ge A 4 Delhi i my re okt 

Thus thrice I ſacriſice . 

You execute, — Goddeſs, | What Þ fax. 

Who-e er ſhe be that ſhares his envy'd | 

Proud by her Conqueſt,” and my Ruin, made; | 

Her Honour loſt, and ſhe undone, as A, 

Deſerted and abandoin'd may ſhe lie, 

As did on Dia's ſhear the-Royal Maid. 

By perjur'd Theſeus? C betray: d. 

Fring back, ye. ſacred herbs, and pow "ful as 
Bring back Perjur d 3 fo my arms, 8 

Hippomanes, but taſted, ra 

And with new heat the log Conrlers ies, 4 

O'er Fields and Woods and Mountains tops go, | 

Their rage no bounds, and they no ſtop can know . a 

Such is the plant : and oh! that I might ſee; 

My Delphis with like rage run home to me. a 
Bring back, ye ſacred Herbs, and pow'rful charms; x / 
Bring back * perjur's Delphis 0 n arms 4 

This fringe, which my Loy'd Delphis once did wears 

This once dear Relick thus enrag'd I tears 

How cruel is the Love that Leech-like dreins 

From my pale limbs the blood, and emp deins? 

Bring back, ye ſacred herbs, and pow'rful charms, 
Bring back the berjur d Delphis to n arms, 

To-morrow a dire potian I'll: compound, 

Now, . Theftylis; this Philrer: ſpread around 

His fatal door >: | _ f 

(There all m thoughts, and my Joſt ſenſes Auel, 2 

| There, tho' ill — my Soul continues ſtill) 

And ſpit, and the bee Man devove, 

That High. ts my Pal jon, and neglects my Love. 


, Bring 1 e ſacred herbs, — pow ful charms, 
f Bring back ti perjur'd Delphis o my arms. 

She's gone; and ſince I now am left alone, 
What ſhall L fay ? what firſt ſhall I bemoan ? « 
What was the Cauſe? whence ſprung'my ill-plac'd 
Diana's Rites © can —— us vu 2 * 2 
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When fair Anaro to the Temple led. 
Her Nuptial-Vow to the chaſte Goddeſs paid 


With ſavage Reafſts the glorious. Pomp was grac'd, 


And a fierce Lioneſt amidſt em plac dd. 
Tell, ſilver Phoebe, tell whence ſprung my flame, 
Tell, for you know whence the dire Paſſion came. 

Theucharila, my Nurſe, would ſee the ſhow, 

She near us dwelt, and begg'd of me to go; 

Her Pray'rs, and my ill Fate at laſt prevail'd, 

There my kind Stars and better Genius fail'd, * 
Fell,” filver Phoebe, tell whence, ſprung my flame, 
Tell, for you know vuſſenct the dire Paſſion. came. 

There all my ills began; for there; alas! 

1 Delphis ſaw, and re paſs : 

Their golden Hair in careleſs Curls hung down, 


And brighter (Cynthia) fas than you they ſhone. 


Tell, ſilver Phoebe, tell whente:ſprung my. flame, 

Tell, for you know whence the dire 'Paſſion came. 
1 ſaw, and was undone ! a ſubtile fire 
Ran through my Veins, and kindled hot deſire; 


The ſhining Pomp could now no more ſurpriae, 


A nobler object now employ'd my Eyes. 
When that was ended, I forgot to go, 
How I return'd, or when, I did not know; 
Ten days, as many reſtleſs Nights I lay, 
My 2 q the flerce Diſeaſe a Prey. 
Tell, ſilver Phob 
Tell, for you know whence the 
My Flet all 
And all my Hair with the ſtrong Poiſon fell: 
Ah, cruel Love, to what doſt thou inforce ? 
To what Enchantreſs had not 1 recourſe, 
For skill in Herbs, and Magick Arts renown'd 2 
No remedy in their yain Arts I found. 
Tell, filver Phoebe, tell whence ſprung my. flame, 


e, tell whence ſprung my 2 
Be ſon 7 
waſted, and my Limbs all pale, 


Tell, for you know whence the dine Paſſion came. 


With Sickneſs waſted, and with Grief oppreſt, 
Thus to my Servant Fat laſt confeſt : + +, + 
Haſte, Theſftylis, thy dying Miſtreſs ſends, 
My Health on Delphis, and my Life depends, 


Dih 
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pelphis, Who gave; alone can cure the Wound; 
No remedy for Love but Love is found: er 
In active Sports: and Wreſtling he delights, 
and in the bright Palaſtra oben ſits-⸗ 
Tell, ſilver Phoebe, tell whence ſprung my fem, 
Tell, for * know whence the 425 Paſſion came. 
here watch your time, and ſoftly let him know 
Simetha ſent you, then my -Lodgings now. 
She. did, and ſtraight his ſounding feet I heard, 
Gods! but when lovely :Delphis firſt appear'd! 
Tell, 'filver Phoebe, tell whence ſprung my flame, Sn 
Tell, for you know whence the' — afſion came. 
A deach- ke cold ſeia d on me, from my Brow, - 
Like ſouthern dew, the liquid drops did flow, 
stiff and unmov'd I lay, and on my Tongue 
My dying, words, when 1 would fpeak 'em, hung :- 
As when imperlect ſounds from Children fall, | 
_ * their _— $a Ws der ap Mother call. 
Tell, filver:Phoebe, whence: ſpru . 
Tell, for you know: whence the 40 vaten came 
The cruel. Man fat down upon my B 
And then with Eyes caſt downward thus he ſaid: 855 
In Love you are as far before me ne, . 
As young Philinus lately I out- run. 
Tell, ſilver Phoebe, tell whence ſprung my fame, 
Tell, for you novo whence: the dire Paſſion came. 
Had not your kinder Meſſage calbd me home; 
By Love's ſweet Joys at Ni ht 1 would have come 3. 
Am'd with my Friends I had beſet you round, 
And my — Head with Poplas crown'd. 
Tell, ſilver Phoebe, tell whence ſprung my — 
Tell, for you know whence the dire Paſſion came, i 
Had you admitted me it had been well, | 
For I in ſwiftneſs, and in form excell, Nr: 
But that my yanquiſh'd Equals beſt id, wy, 1. U 
Some ſmaller favour then I had deſir“ Veit 
And modeſtly but with a Kiſs retir'd: 1 90 
Had you been cruel, and your Doors bein. band, $1 
Ny ith Bars and Torches' for the ſtorm I was prepar'd; 


Tell, 


1 
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Tell, ſilver Phœbe, tell whence ſprung my flame; I Non 
Tell, 2 you know whence the 2. Paſſon came. But f 
Now thanks to you great Queen of Love 1 owe, Prov 


And next, my fair Preſerver, next to you; That 
She ſaw the Kon Pain which 1-endure, f of ſu 
And recommends to you the mighty Cure; The 
For cool and gentle are all other fires 2 
Compar'd. with thoſe which cruel Love inſpires. n 


| ( 
Tell, ſilver Phoebe; tell whence ſprung my flame, My 

Tell, for you knaw whence the 2 Paſſion ne + 
Love, tender Maids can from their Beds excite, Ane 
Nor darkneſs them, nor danger can affright, Adi 
Love's mighty power can the young Wife compel WW \ 
From her warm fleeping-Hiisband's Arms to ſteal. 
He ſaid: and I, a fond, believing Maid, | 226 
Preſt and reclin'd him gently on my Bed; 

Now a new heat return'd with his embrace, 
Warmth to my Blood, and Colour to my Face, 
And, to be ſhort,, with mutual Kiſſes fir d, 
To the laſt Bliſs we eagerly aſpir d. 
And both attain'd, what both alike deſir d. 
Now ſwift the hours, and wing' d with pleaſure fley, 
Calm were qur Paſſions, and no Tempeſt knew; 
No quarrel could diſturb. our peaceful Bed: 
But all thoſe Joys this fatal rug rg 
Aurora ſcarce had chas'd away the Night, 
And oer the World diffus'd her roſie Light, 

lifla's Mother came, and as ſhe ſtil! 
e Love, and News oth! Town' delights to tell ;) 
She told me firſt that Delobis lov'd, but who 
She could not tell, but that he lov'd ſhe knew; 
Alt ſigns of ſome new Love ſhe ſaid ſhe found, 
His Houſe adorn'd, and Doors with Garlands crown'd, 
She tells me true; oh my ill-boding fears 
And =>. 6 treachery too plain appear: 
His Viſits were more frequent, now at laſt - ' 
Since he was here twelve tedious days are paſt; 
Tis ſo: and can he then ſo cruel prove, | 
And 1 ſo ſoon forgotten, and my Love? | 


No 
. 2 . 


1 
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Now I'm content to ſee what Charms can do, | 


hut if he dares go on to uſe me fo, 
laſt 


Proyok'd at laſt a Potion I'll. prepare, 

That by his Death ſhall eaſe me of my care, 

so ſure the Poiſon, and ſo ſtrong the Draught; 
The ſecret was by an Aſſyrian taught. 

You, Cynthia, now may to the Sea decline, 

And to the riſing Sun your light reſign; 

My Charm's now done, and is no longer force 
To fix your Chariot, or retard your courſe; 
I, what I can't redreſs, muſt learn to bear, 
And a fad. Cure attend from my Deſpair. hes 
Adieu, O Moon, and every glimm'ring Light," 
Adieu, ye gay Attendants on the Night. 


1 


* 
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 Eagliſt'd by Mr. Duke of Cambridge: 
nenen Dr. Sn. 


Short, no Herb, no Salve was ever found 
To eaſe a Lover's heart, or heal his wound 1 
No Medicine this prevailing Ill ſubdues 
None, but the Charms of the condoling Muſes 
Sweet to the Senſe, and eaſie to the Mind ' 
The Cure, but hard, but very hard to find. 
This you well know, and ſurely none fo well, 
Who both in Phyſick's facred art excel, 
And in Wit's Orb amongſt the brighteſt ſhine, _. 
The Love of Phœbus, and the tuneful Nine. 
Thus ſweetly ſaid of old, the Cyclops, ftrove _ 
To ſoften his uneaſie hours of Love; 
Then when hot Youth urg d Rin 10 Bere defice;. 
And Galatea's Eyes kindled the raging fire. His 
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His was no common Flame; nor could he move 
In the old Arts, and beathen Paths of Love; 
Nor Flowers, nor Fruits ſent to oblige the Fair, 
Nor more to pleaſe, curl'd his neglected Hair. 
His was all Rage, all Madneſs; to his Mind 
No other Cares their wonted Entrance find. 
Oft from the Field his Flock return'd alone 
Unheeded, unobſery'd : he on ſome ſtone, 
Or craggy Cliff, to the deaf Winds and Sea 
Accuſing Galatea's Cruel: 4 
'Till Night from the firſt dawn of opening day, 
Conſumes with inward heat, and melts away. 
Yet then a Cure, the only Cure he found, | 
And thus apply'd it to the bleeding Wound; 
From a ſteep Rock, from whence he might ſurvey 
The Flood, (the Bed where his lov'd Sea-Nymph lay, 
His drooping head with ſorrow bent he hung, 
And thus his griefs calm'd with his mournful Song. 
Fair Galatea, why is all my Pain 
Rewarded thus ? ſoft Love with ſharp Diſdain? 
Fairer than falling Snow or riſing Light, 
Soft to the Touch as charming to the Sight; 
Sprightly as unyok'd Heifers, on whoſe head 
The tender Creſcents but begin to ſpread; 
Yet cruel you to harſhneſs more encline, 
Than unripe Grapes pluck'd from the ſavage Vine, 
Soon as my heayy, Eye-lids feal d with ſleep, 
Hither you, come gut from the foaming deep; 
it when ſſeep leayes me, you together fly, 
And yaniſh Twiftly, from my opening Eye, [ rf 
Swift as young Lambs, when the fierce. Wolf they 
I well remember the firſt. fatal dag 
That made my Heart your Beauty's eaſie Prey; 
Twas when the. Flood you; with my Mother, left, 
Of all its Brightneſs, all its Pride bereft, _- 
To gather Flowers from the ſteep Mountain's Top: 
Ot the high Office roud,; I led you up; 
To Hyacinths and Roſes did you bring, | 
And ſhew'd you. all the: Treaſures of the Spring. 


: - 
- 
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at from that hour my Soul has known no reſt, 

ft peace is baniſh'd' from my tortur'd Breaſt, 
rage, I burn. Let ſtill regardleſs you-,,.., 
ot the leaſt ſign of melting pity ned: 
o; by the Gods that ſhall revenge m ws: 122 1 
o; you, the more I love, the more diſdain. 
h! Nymph, by every Grace adorn'd;//I;know . , + 
hy you deſpiſe and fly the Cycleps ſoz; 

cauſe a ſhaggy Brow from fide to ſide, | 
trecch'd in a/ line, does my large Forehead. hide; 

ind under that one only Eye does ſh ing 
nd my flat Noſe to my big Lips does join. 
uch tho! Lam, yet know, a Thouſand Sheep, | 

The pride of the Sicilian Hills, I keeps: ʒßñ -  -- 
Vith ſweeteſt Milk they fill my flowing pailss 
Ind my vaſt ſtock of Cheeſes never fails; | 

1 Summer's heat, or Winter's ſharpeſt: cold, 
loaded Shelves: groan with the weight they hold, 
yith ſuelx ſoft" Notes I the: ſhrill Pipe inſpire. 
That every liſtning Cyclops does admi rm 
Thile wich it often Rall Night proclaimgm 
Thy power Charms, and my ſucceſsleſs Flame. 
or thee twelve Does all big with Fawn, I feed. 
Ind four BearCubs, tame to thy hand, I breed.. .,. - 
h! come to me, fair — and you ſhall find 
ſheſe are the ſmalleſt Gifts for thee deſign d. 
h! come and leave the angry Vaves to rar, 
ad break themſelves againſt the ſounding ſhoar. 
ow much more pleaſant would thy flumbers be 
1 the retirdi and peaceful Cave with me 
There the ſtrait Cypreſh; and green Laurel join, 
ind creeping Ivy claſps the c uſter'd. Vine 
There freſh; cool Rills, from Ætna's pureſt: Snow, 
iffoly'd into Ambroſial Liquor, flop. 
ho the wild Waves and brackiſh; Sea would thuſe, - 
Ind theſs ſtill Shades, and theſe ſweet Streams refuſe Z : 
ut if you fear that 1, ,0'er-grown with Hair, 
Vithour a, fire, deſie the Winter Air, ĩ 
now I have mighty ſtores. of Wood, and know 1 
'erpetual Tires on my bright hearth do, glow, + nag 
th | My 


By That I, like them, 
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My Soul, my Life it'ſelf ſhould/burn for thee;. 

And this one "Eye; as dear as Life to me. 

Why was not I with Firs, like Fiſhes, made, 

in the Deep have ad 

Then would I dive beneath the * — Tide, 

And kiſs you,ꝭ,ĩVhhand, if you your lips deny d. 

To thee I'd: Lillies and red Poppies bear, 

And Flowers that crown each Seaſon of the Tear, 

But I'm reſolv'id I'll learn to ſwim and dive, 

Of the next Stranger that does here arrive, 

That th” undilcover'd Pleaſures 1 know ] I 

Which you enjoy in hd — 

Come forth, O Ny coming fo qr forget 

Like me that on'this — — jt 

(Of all things elſe unmindful but of — 

Home to return forget, and live with me. 

With me the ſweet and- pleaſing labour chuſe, 

To feed the Flock, and milk the burthen'd Ewes, 

To 11 2 Cheeſe, and the Giary: Ons to in- | 
8 Y 

My Mother does unkindly. ae her — 

By her neglect the Cyclops is undone y 

For me ſhe never labours to prevail. 

Nor whiſpers in your Ear my Am'rous Tale | 

No; cho“ ſhe knows I languiſh every day, 

And ſees m my Body waſte,” and ftrength 

But I more Ills than what T feel will feign, 

And of my Head, 2 of my Feet 3 

That, in her Breaft if any ' pity ye, 5 

She may be ſad, and gricv'd, as well as IJ. 

O Cyclops, Cyclops, where's thy Reaſon fled 5.745 
If your young Lambs with-new-pluckt boughs yon fed, 
And watch'd your Flock, would you not ſeem more 
Milk what is next, purſue not that which flies.” [wiſe? 
Perhaps you may, ſince this proves 2 uakind, 
Another fairer Galatea find, 
Me many Virgins, as 1 
To waſte with them in 
And if I but incline my 1 Ear, 

Ne Joys, new. Smiles in all their Looks appear. 


is, invite 


e'3 "ſoft Sports the Night, 


Thus 
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Thus we, it ſeems, can be belov'd; and we, 
ſeems: are ſomebody as well as ge. 
Thus did the Cyclops: fan his ragin h 
And ſooth'd with gentle Verſe his fierce deſire. 
Thus paſs'd his hours with more delight and eaſe, 
Than if the Riches of the World were his. F 
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P. ſwift, ye hours, ye ſluggiſh minutes fly, 
Bring back my Love, or let her Lover dye. 
Make haſte, O Sun, and to my Eyes once more, 

My Celia, brighter than thy ſelfy reſtore. | 
In ſpight of thee, tis Night when ſhe's away, 
Her Eyes alone can the glad Beams diſplay, ö 
That make my Sky look clear, and guide my day. 5 
O when will ne lift up her facred Light! 
And chaſe away the flying ſhades of Night? 

With her how faſt che Lorin hours run on? 
But oh! how long they ſtay when ſhe is gone? _ 
So lowly Time when d with Grief does move; 
So ſwift when born upon the Wings of Love? 
Hardly. three days, they tell me, yet are paſt, 
Yet 'tis an Age ſince I beheld her laſt. 
c Star make haſte to riſe, 
To charm our Hearts and bleſs our longing Eyes? 
O how I long on thy dear Eyes to gaze, 

And chear my own with their reflected rays! 

How my impatient, 1 Soul does long, 

To hear the charming Muſick of thy Tongue? 
Where pointed Wit with ſolid Judgment grows, 
And in one eaſie ſtream united flows. COS. 
Wheti-e'er you ſpeak, with what delight we hear, 
You call up every Soul to every Bar?! M. 
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Nature's too prodigal to Woman-kind, 

| Ev'n where ſhe does neglect t'adorn the Mind; 

Beauty alone bears ſuch reſiſtleſs ſway, 

As makes Mankind with Joy and Pride obey. 

But oh! when Wit and Senſe with Beauty's join'd, 

The Woman's Sweetneſs with the many Mind, 

Wheu Nature with ſo juſt a hand does mix 

The moſt engaging: Charms of either Sex; 

And out of both that thus in one combine 

Does ſomething form not Humane but Divine, 

What's her command, but that we all adore 

The nobleſt work of her almighty power! 

Nor ought our Zeal thy anger to create, 

Since Love's thy debt, nor is our Choice but Fate? 
Where Nature bids, ' worſhip I'm forc'd to pay, 

Nor have the Liberty to diſobng. 

And whenſoe'er ſhe does a Poet make, ao 2 

She gives him Verſe but for thy Beauty's ſake. 

Had I a Pen that could at once impart 

Soft Ovid's. Nature and high Virgils Art, 

Then the immortal Sachariſſa's Name 

Should be but ſecond in the liſt of Fame; UT £03 \ | 

Fach Grove, each Shade ſhould with thy praiſe be fill'd, 

And the fam'd Penſhurſt to our Windſor yield. 
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Spoken to the QUEEN in 
Trinity- College New- Court in 
A ea a ' Cambridge. | "bu eres 


mu ly lt. Dor. 
HOU equal Paxtner of the Royel Bed, 


T That mak'ſt a Crown ſit ſoft.on-Charles's Head; 
In whom with Greatneſs, Virtue takes her Seat: 


Meekneſs with Power, and Piety with State; 


2 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe: Goodneſs' might even Factious Crouds re- 
Win the Seditious, and the Savage tame; Lela 
Tyrants themſelves to gentleſt Mercy bring, 
And only uſeleſs is on ſuch a King; 4 
See, mighty Princeſs,” ſee how every Breaft 

With Joy and Wonder is at once poſſeſt: 

Such was the Joy, which the firſt Mortals knew. 
When Gods deſcended to the Peoples view, 

Such devout wonder did it then a Tord. | 120 

To ſee thoſe Pow'rs they had unſeen ador'd; + 
But they were feign'd: nor if they had been true, 
Could ſhed more Bleſſings on the Earth than you: 
Our Courts enlarg'd, their former Bounds diſdain, 
To make Reception for ſo great a Train; 

Here may your ſacred Breaſt rejoice to ſee, 

Your own Age ſtrive with Ancient Piety. 

Soon now, ſince bleſt by your auſpicious Eyes, 
To full perfection ſhall our Fabrick riſe. 0 


Leſs powerful Charms than yours of old cou call 


The willing Stones into the Theban Wall, 
And ours Whieh now its riſe to you ſhall owe, 
More fam d than that by your great's Name ſhall grow, 
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A Paſtoral u upon che Death of her Grace 
the Dutcheſs of SoVTHAMPTON. 


By Mr. 888 


DAMON, 


＋ ELL me my Thyrſis, tell thy Dawes, - 
Do's my 10% Swain in this ſad poſture 2 
What mean Hoſe: ſtreams. ſtill falli rden thine eyes, 
Faſt as thoſe ſighs from thy ſwoln Beſom riſe? 
Has — olf broke Nev the fenced ground ? 
Haye thy Lambs _"_ ? or has Dorinda frown'd? 
Thyrſis. 
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< _. Thyrſs; The Wolf? Ah! let him come, for nowhe 
Have my Lambs ſtray'd 2 let em for ever ſtray: [may; 
Dorinda frown'd? No, She is ever mild; | + 
' Nay, I remember bur juſt now The ſmil'ds 
Alas! ſhe ſmil'd; for to the lovely Maid 
None had the fatal Tidings yet convey'd, 
"Tell me then Shepherd, tell me, canſt thou find, 
Ass long as thou art true, as ſhe is kind,. 
A Griet ſo great, as may prevail above 
Even Damo#'s. friendſhip,” or Dorinda's Love? 
Damon. Sure there is none. . Thyrf,, But, Damon, 
e WD 25dtt PO 
What if the charming Floriana die? (02 WH 
Damon. Far be the Omen! Thyrſ. But ſuppoſe it true 
Damon. Then fhould I grieve, my Thyrſis, mon 
than you, ei l 
dhe is.—Thyrſ. Alas! ſhe was, but is no more; 
Now, Damon, now, let thy ſwoln Eyes run o' er: 
Here to this Turf by thy fad Thyrſis grow, bk 
And when my ſtreams of Grief too ſhallow flow, 
Let in thy Tide 10-raiſe the Torrent high, 
Till both a Deluge make, and in it die | 
Damon. Then that to this wiſh'd height the Flood 
may ſwell, | = 
Friend, I will tellthee. Thyr. Friend, I thee will tell, 
How young, how good, how beautiful ſhe fell. 
Oh! ſhe was all for which fond Mothers pray, 
Hleſſſug their Babes when firſt they fee the day. 
Beauty and ſhe were one; for in her Face - 
Sate Sweetneſs temper'd with Majeſtick Grace; 


Yet ſuch attractive Goodneſs as might draw 

The humbleſt, and to both give equal Law. 

How was ſhe wondred at by every Swain? 

The Pride, the Light, the Goddeſs-of the Plain: 
On all ſhe ſhin'd, and fpreading Glories caſtt 
Diffilive of her ſelf, where-c*er the n 
"There breath'd an Air ſweet as the Winds that blow 


Such pow'rful Charms as might the proudeſt awe, 5 


From the ble Shoars where fragrant Spices yore 
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When at her Feet the lovely Youth lay dead; 
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„ 
yen me ſometimes. ſhe with a ſmile would grace, 
Like the Sun ſhining on the vileſt place. Ta 
Nor did Dorinda barr. me the delight ©. 
Ot teaſting on her Eyes my longing fights, 8 
But to a Being ſo ſublime, ſo. pure, | 
Spar'd my Devotion, of my Love ſecure. | 
Damon, Her Beauty ſuchz but Nature did deſign 
That only as an anſwerable Shrine | 
To the Divinity that's lodg'd. Within. 
Her Soul [hin'd through, and made her form ſo bright, 
As Clouds are gl 5y the Sun's ern light. 
In her ſmooth Forehead we might read expreſt 
The even calmneſs of her gentle Breaſt : 
And in her ſparkling Eyes as clear was writ 
The active Vigor of her youthful it. 
Each Beauty of the Body or the Face 
Was but the ſhadow of ſome, inward Grace, 
Gay, ſprightly, chearful, free, and unconfin'd, 
As Innocence could make it, was her Mind; 
Yet prudent, tho" not tedious nor ſevere, ,. 
Like thoſe, who. being dull, Wanls grave appear; 
Who out of guilt do chearfulneſs deſpiſec 
And being ſullen, hope Men think em wiſe. 
How would the liſtning Shepherds round her throng, 
To catch the words fell from her charming Tongue! 
She all with her own Spirit and Soul inſpir d, 
Her they all loy'd,-and her they all admir gl. 
Even mighty Pan, whoſe. powerful hand ſuſtains 
The Sovereign Crook that mildly awes the Plains, 
Of all his Cares made her the tender'ſt part; | 
And great Loviſa lodg'd yet in her Heart. kl 
Thyrſis, Who would not now a ſolemn Mourning 
When Pan himſelf and fair Loviſa weep? (keep, 
When thoſe bleſt Eyes, by the kind Gods deſign'd 
To cheriſh Nature, and delight Mankind, 
All drown'd in Tears,, melt into gentler Showers 
Than April-drops upon the ſpringing Flowers; 
Such Tears as Venus for Adonis ſhed, 


About 
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About her, all her little weepin Loves 
Ungirt her Oeſtos. 15 unyok d e "fr h 
Damon, Come pious N 5 Wi f 
And viſit gentle Floriana? Leb; F154 bay vor 
And as you walk the melancholy Ron, 
Where no unhallow'd Feet prophane the ee, 
Wich your chaſte hands freſh Flow'rs and Odours ſhed 
Abour her laſt obſcure ard filent Bed; = | 
Still pra ing s you'gently move your Feet, 
& _ be 4 il , 5 RA rot ſweet. | 
See where they come, a mournful lovely () 
a — 05 t on fair Arcadia's Plain: 1 e 6d 
Loviſa 1 far above the reſt, 30 | 
In all the Charms of beauteous ben dre; 
Juſt are her Tears, when ſhe reflects how Gon 
A Beauty, ſecond only to her own,”  . | 
Flouriſnt, Jookt gay, was wither'd, and is gone! 
Damon. O ſhe is gone! gone like a new. born Flowe, 
That deck d ſome Virgin Queen's delicious Bower; 
Torn from the Stalk by ſome untimely blaſt, 
And *mongſt the vileſt weeds and rubbiſh caſt: 
But Flow'rs return, and coming Springs diſcloſe 
The Lilly whiter, and more freſh the Roſe; 
But no kind Seaſon back her Chams can bring, 
And Floriana has no ſecond Spri 
Thyrfs, O ſhe is ſet! ſet like be the falling Sun; 
Darkneſs is round us, and glad Day is gone? 
Alas! the Sun that's ſet, again will riſe, | 
And gild With richer Beams the Morning- Skies: 
But Beauty, though as bright as they it ſhines, 
When its ſhort Glory to the Weſt declines, Pal 
O there's no hope of the returning Light; 
- Yue all i is I O livion, o_ o . 
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The Tears of AMTNT A, for the 
Death of DAMON. 
By Mr. DRYDEN. 
1 4 $36. 
N a Bank, beſide a Willow, _ 
Heav'n her Cov'ring, Earth her Pillow, _ 
dad Amynta ſigh'd alone: 
from the chearleſs dawn of Morning 
Till the Dews of Night returning, 
dinging thus ſhe nate her moan ; 
Hope is baniſh'd, | 
Joys are vaniſh'd, . 
Damon, my belov'd, is gone! 
| __ 


Time, I dare thee to diſcover 

Such a Youth, .and ſuch a Lover, 

Oh ſo true, ſo kind was he! 

Damon was the pride of Nature, 

Charming in his every Feature, 

Damon liv'd alone for me; 5 | 
Melting Kiſſes, .. . 5 
Murmuring Bliſſes 5 

Who ſo liv'd and loy'd as we! 

: „ 
Never ſhall we curſe the Morning, 

Never bleſs the Night returning, | 

Sweet Embraces to reſtores _ 

Never ſhall we both lye dying, 

Nature failing, Love plying 

All the Joys he irain'd be ore: 
Death come end me 

To befriend me; Fu 

Love and Damon are no more. 


Vor, 1, 1 Tbe 
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The PRAISES: of TT ALT, ou 
2 of Virgil's ſecond Georgic. 


By Mr. CHETW 00D. 
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Sed neque Medorum Sylvæ, &c. 


BY IT. neither Median Graves, whoſe happy ſoyl 

With choiceſt Fruits prevents the Labourers toil, 
Nor Ganges ſtreams bleſſing his fertile Land, 

Nor Hermus ſelf rolling on golden Sand, 

Can with fair Italy the Prize conteſt ; | 


Leſs gay the glorious Kingdoms of the Eaſt, bleſt. 
Nor Araby, with all her Gums and Spice, is half ſo 
No Hydra's ſhe, or monſtrous Bulls do's bear, 
Who with their flaming Noſtrils blaſt the Air; 
Nor Dragons Teeth ſown in the wond'ring Field 
Do ſhort-liv'd Harveſts of arm'd Brethren yield: 
But vital Fruit ſhe brings, Wine, Oyl, and Corn, 
And faireſt Cattle do her Meads adorn, © | 
Her warlike Horſe is of the nobleſt Race, 
Who proudly prances o'er his native Place, 
And where hy Magick ſtreams, Clitumnus, flow, 
The Flocks are whute as the freſh falling Snow. 
Heaven do's ſo much,thofe ſacred Victims prize F 
»Twill give a Conqueſt for a Sacrifice, © © © 
As in the North *tis Winter makes the Year, 
The Spring and Autumm are the Seaſons here, 
Cattle * twice, and twice the reſtleſs furrows 
ear. 285 os ca roy 
But Heav'n has baniſh'd hence rough Beaſts of prey, 
No hungry Lions on the Mountains ftray, 
Nor monſtrous Snakes make inſecure; the fearful 
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Travers way, THT opts ; 
Nature did this; but Induſtry" and Art 
To che rich maſs did nobler forms impart, | 
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Her Marble Rocks into fair Cities riſe, 

Which with their pointed Turrets pierce the Skies. 
Here pleaſant Seats, by which clear ſtreams do paſs, 
Gaze on their ſhadows in the liquid Glaſs : 

There, big with ſtory, ancient Walls do ſhow _ 
Their reyerend heads; beneath, fam'd Rivers flow. 
The Sea, which would ſurround the happy place, 
Do's it on both ſides with his Arms embrace: 

And ſtately Gallies which the Adria ride, - 
Bring the World's Tribute with each gentle Tide. 
The ſpacious Lakes with level proſpect pleaſe, 

Or ſwell, an imitation of the Seas, 83) 

What ſhould I tell how Art cou'd undertake 

To make a Haven in the Lucrine Lake? 

The rocky Mole which bridles in the Main, 

Whilſt angry Surges ſpend their rage in vain. 

As Cæſar's Arms all Nations can ſubdue, 

So Cæſar's Works can conquer Nature too, 

Her very Entrails veins of Silver hold, 

And Mountains are all under-arch'd with Gold; 

But her chief Treaſures, without which the reſt are 


Are Men for labour, Generals made to reign. | vain, - 


She bred the Marſian who ne'er knew to yield, 
And tough Ligarian, fit for either Field: 

Triumphant Cottagers, whoſe frugal hand 

Held both the Spade and Truncheon of command : 
Decii devoted for the Publick Good, 

Compounding for whole Armies with their Blood: 
Camillus, Saviour of the ſinking State, | 

Who reſcu'd Rome ev'n from the midſt of Fate. 
Mari: who Roman Eagles bore ſo far, 

And Scipio's, the two Thunder-bolts of War. 

You laſt, Great Cæſar, whoſe green years did more 
Than Generals' old in Triumphs 55 before. | 


- You towards th' Eaſt your glorious Courſe do run, 


India forgets now to adore the Sun. 
Hail! happy Soil, Learning and Empire's Seat, 
Mother * Hero's, Saturn's ſoft Retreat, 
To you I Grecian Arts in Triumph bring, 
And your juſt praiſe in laſting Numbers ſing. 
7 2 4 
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The Ninth O D E of the 
FOURTH BOOK of HORACE 
| T By Mr.STEPNEY. 


Erſes immortal (as my s) 1 fin 
V When ſuited to my N firing : 


When by ftrange Art both Voice: and Lyre agree 
To make one pleaſant Harmony. 
All Poets are by their blind Captain led, 
(For none e'er had the facrilegious pride 
To tear-the well-plac'd Laurel from his aged head,) 
Yet Pindar's rolling Dithyrambique Tide 
Hath til] this praiſe, 'that none ere to fly 
Like him, but flag too low, or ſoar too high. 
Still do's Steſichorus his Tongue 
Sing ſweeter than the Bird which on it hung. 
Anacreon ne'er too old can grow, | 
Love from every Verſe do's flow: 
Still Sappho's ſtrings do ſeem to move, 
Inſtructing all her Sex to Love, © 
4 II. ä 
Golden Rings of flowing Hair, 
More than Hellen did inſnare; 
Others a Prince's Grandeur did admire, 
And wond'ring, melted to deſire. 
| Nox only skilful Tracer knew 
To dire& Arrows from the 22 Leugh. 
Troy more than once did fall, 
Tho! hireling Gods rebuilt its nodding Wall. 
Was $Sthenelus the only valiant He, 
A Subject fit for laſting Poetry 
Was Hettor that prodigious Man alone, 
Who, to fave others Lives, — his own ? 
Was only he ſo brave to dare his Fate, 
And be the pillar of a tott'ring 'State ? 


> 


No, 
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Ko, others buried in Oblivion lye, 
As ſilent as their Grave, 

zecauſe no charitable Poet gave 

Their well-deſerved Immortality. 


Are levell'd in-th”- impartial Grave, 
If they no Poet have, 


. 8 
Virtue with Sloth, and Cowards with the Brave, 4 


But I will lay my Muſick by, N 
And bid the mournful ſtrings in ſilence lye; 
Unleſs my Songs begin and end with you, 


To whom my Strings, to whom my Songs are due. 


No pride does with your ri honours grow: 
You meekly look on ſuppliant Crouds below. 
Should Fortune change your happy State, 
You could admire, yet envy not, the Great. 
Your equal Hand holds an unbyaſs'd Scale, 
Where no rich Vices, gilded Baits, preyail. 
You with a gen'rous honeſty deſpiſe, 93 7 
What all the meaner World fo dearly prize. 


Nor does Virtue diſappear - 
Vith the ſmall Circle of one ſhort-liy'd Year. 
Others, like Comets, viſit and away; 
Your Luſtre (great as theirs) finds no — | 
But with the conſtant Sun makes an eternal Day. 3 


. 
We barbaroufly call thoſe bleſt, 
Who are of largeſt Tenements poſſeſt, yy 
Whilſt (welling Coffers break their Owner's reſt. 
More truly happy thoſe! who can 
Govern the little Empire, Man: 
Bridle their Paſſions, and direct their Will 
Through all the glitt'ring paths of charming ill. 
Vho ſpend their Treaſure freely, as twas giv'n 
by the large bounty of indulgent Heay'n, 
Who in a fixt unaſterable tare, 3 
Smile at the doubtful Tide of Fate, : 


And ſcorn a-like her Friendſhip and her Hate, 


Who Poiſon leſs than Falſhood fear, 
Loth to purchaſe Life ſo dear; 
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But kindly for their Friend embrace cold Death, 


And ſeal their Country's Love with their departing 


breath. os 
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Ho R. Ovs 15. Lib. 2. Imitated, 
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Jam pauca aratro jugera. 
| In ſui ſeculi luxuriam. 
By Mr. CHETWOOD. - 


HEN this unweildly Factious Town i 
To ſuch prodigious Bulk is grown, 
It on whole Counties ſtands, and now 
Land will be wanting for the Plow, - 
Thoſe remnants too the Boors forſake, 
Frith muſt the Nation aindertake. 
As in a Plague the Fields ſhall deſart lye, 
Whilſt all men to the mighty Peſthouſe fly. 
2 522-2: 


If any Tree is to be ſeen, _ 
 *Tis Myrtle, Bays; and Ever-Green; 
Lime-trees, and Plane, for pleaſure made, 


Which for their Fruit bear only Shade. N 


Such as do Female Men content, 
With uſeleſs ſnew and barren ſcent. 
The Britiſh Oak will ſhortly be as rare, 
As Orange-Trees here once, or Cedar were, 
% * ' "WH 
Not by theſe Arts, my, Maſters, ſure 
Your Fathers did thoſe Lands procure. 
They preferr'd Uſe to empty Shew, | 
No ſoftning French refinements knew, 
Themſelyes, their Houſe, their Table, plain, 
Noble, and richly clad their Train. 


Tem- 
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Temp rance did Health, without Phyſicians keep, 
And Labour crown'd hard Beds with eaſie ſleep. 
IV. 

To th' Publick rich, in Private poor, 

Th* Exchequer held their greateſt ſtore. 

They did adorn. their Native Place 

With Structures, which their Heirs deface. 

They in large Palaces did dwell, 

Which we to Undertakers ſell, 

Stately Cathedrals they did found, 

Whoſe Ruins now deform the Ground. 
Churches and Colleges endow'd with Lands, 
Whoſe poor Remains fear SO Hands. 4 
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The Stave O D E f the 


SECOND BOOK of HO RACE, 


.By Ar. OrWas, 


N Storms white Clouds the Med do hide, 

And no kind Stars the Pilot gude 
— mo at Sea the boldeſt there, 

does not wiſh for Quiet here. 1 
niet (Friend) the So ied fights, 14 

— * weary Marches, ſleepleſs Nights, | 
For this feeds hard, and lodges cold, 
Which can't be bought with hills of Gold. 
Since Wealth and Power too weak we find 
To quell the Tumults of the Mind; N 
Or from the Monarch's Roofs of State 
Drive thence the Cares that round him wait: 
Happ 2] the man with little bleſt, 
Of what his Father left poſſeſt; 
No baſe deſires corrupt his Head, 
No fears —_— bim 1n his Bed. 


is att What 
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What then in life, which ſoon muſt end, 
Can all our vain deſigns intend ?, 

From ſhoar to ſhoar why ſhould we run, 
When none his tireſome ſelf can ſhun } 

For baneful Care will ſtill prevail, 

And oyertake us under fail; 
*Twill dodge the great Man's Train behind, 
Out-run the Roe, out-fly the Wind, 
If then thy Soul rejoice to-day, 

Drive far to-morrow's cares away. 

In Jaughter let them all be drown'd. 

No perfect good is to be found: 

One Mortal feels Fate's ſudden blow, 
Another's lingring Death comes ſlow 

And what of life they take from thee, 

The Gods may give to puniſh me. 

Thy portion is a wealthy ſtock, 

A Kerle Glebe, a frumful Flock, 

Horſes and Chariots for thy eaſe, 

Rich Robes to deck and make thee pleaſe, + 
For me a little Cell 1 chuſe, „ 
Fit for my Mind, fit for my Muſe, 

Which ſoft Content does beſt adorn, 
Shunning the Knaves and Fools I ſcorn, 
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The Firſt Ero DE of HORACE. 
By Mr. Cnkrwooy. 


: 0: HEN yon, Merenas, with your Train, 
Embarking on the Royal Fleet, 
Expoſe your ſelves to the rough Main, 
And Cefar's threatning danger meet. 
Whilſt in ignoble Eaſe I am left behind, 
And ſhall 1 call you crue}, or too kind? 
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5 II. 
Paſtimes and Wine, which Verſe inſpire, 
Are taſteleſs all now you are gone; 
Untun'd is both my Mind and Lyre, 
And in full Courts I ſeem alone. 
The reliſh you to my enjoyments give, 
And life, depriv'd of you, cou'd hardly live, 
III. 


Then ſhould I a young Seaman grow, 


And take a Cutlace in my hand? 
Yes, with you, to the Pole I'd go, | 
Or tread ſcorch'd Afric's treacherous ſand. 
And 1 perhaps could fight, or ſuch as 1, 
Ar leaſt, inſtead of better men could die. 
IV. 
You'll ſay, what are my pains to you 2 
I'm not for War and Action made: 
Bid me my humble Care purſue, 
Seek Winter Sun, and Summer ſhade. 
Whilſt both your great Example, and Commands 
Require more active, and experienc'd Hands. 
V. 


If you lay this, you never knew 
Friendſhip, the nobleſt part of Love; 
What for her Fawn can th” old One do? 
Or for her young the tim'rous Dove? 
They're more at eaſe, tho“ helpleſs, being near, 
And abſence, even in ſafety, cauſes fear. 
| VI. 
This Voyage, and a hundred more, 
To gain your favour I wou'd take: 
But don't what's ſaid on virtue's ſcore, 
For ſervile flattery miſtake. 
No City Palace, or large Country Seat 
I ſeek, nor aim ſo low as to be Great. 
| VII. 
1 88 thoſe reſtleſs minds, * 
ic mean Arts, with mi in, 
Climb to 4 Region of the Winds ms 
Then of Court Hurricanes complain. 1 
g | F 5 | Kind 


| 
| 


| Now as a Nymp 


100 Tier FIn sT Pareo 
Kind Heay'n aſſures me I ſhall ne'er be . 
And On be ne to en — 
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AZ ußiter 1 ds my 1 in vain, 

IF now aſſume my Native ſhape again. 
I'm weary to be ſo unkindly ud, 

And would not be a*God*to be refs 
State grows uneaſie when it hinders Nee 5 
A glorious Burden, which'the wiſe. move. 

. 1 need not ſue, nor 

The force of any lightning but the Eye. 


Bea and Youth more than a God command; 


No Jove could cer the force of theſe withſtand. 
*Tis here that Sovereign Power admits 8 


Beauty ſometimes is ſuſtiy abſolute. 


Our ſullen ats, whatſoc'er they ay. 
Even wu ile they frewn and dictate Laws, bay. 
Yon; mighty Sir, our bonds more eaſie make, 


- And gracefull what all muſt” ſuffer, take. 
Above thoſe forms the Grave affect to wear; 


For 'tis not to be wiſe to be ſevere: 

True wiſdom may ſome gallantry admit, 

And ſoſten buſineſs with the charms of wit. 

Theſe peaceful Triumphs with your Cares you bought. 
And from the midſt of fighting Nations 9 8 8 


Iou only hear it thunder from afar, 


And ſit in Peate the Arbiter of War. „ 5 
Peace, the loath'd Manna, which hot Brains deſpiſe, 


7 a its worth, 9 made it early prize: 
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And in its hap leifiire ſir and 8 | 
The promiſes fi ove fFeljcicy.” i, . wy i2 
Two one Nymphis of your. own Golde live 
Whoſe Morning p Raj like Noontide Ke. and 

Whom mn, you to ſuppliant Monarchs ſhall dif ofe, rg 


To bi your. Friends and to diſarm Wu bes. 2 
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20 Sir Joux Deng a 
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Thü t. to > Ge ſpake 


Dees Marked) ſince ke did not ned nen 
Others, us great in Place, as! great 1 80 


Above the reſt, * is our Patag, our tor * 5 
Our Flocks, our Herds; and Our Poſſeſſions mote? Wo 
Why all the Trivutes Land and Sea affords, '' 
Heap'd in great Chargers, load our ſum Sa 
Our chearful Gueſts carouſe the ſparkling tears 
Of the rich Grape, whilſt, Muſick charms their cars, 
Why as we pas do thoſe on Au bus ſnore 
As Gods behold us, and as Gods adlore? *s nch * 
But that as well in danger, as degree, 
Ve ſtand the firſt: that when our Lycans \ ſos NE 1 4 
Our brave exam les;” _ admiring/ſay,"' 2 1 
Behold our Gallant Leaders! Thee are They Au 
Deſerve the Greatneſs 3" and/uri-enyiedſtind:; /- bY — 
Since what they 4 AX, "tranſcends what they command. 
Could the declining of this Fare (oh Freud)! gay” 

Our Pate to Immortality extend? 91 
Or if Death ſought not 9 Who ſeek honda: 
Would L [advance }: Or ſhould my yainer byeath © 
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With ſuch a Glorious Folly thee inſpire 
But fince with Fortune Nature doth 0 — 
Since Age, Diſeaſe, or ſome Teſs noble 
Though not lels certain, doth our days attend; 
Since dis decreed, and to this period lead 
A chouſand ways, the nobleſt path we'll . 3 
And bravely on, "till they, or we, or all, 
A common "Sacrifice to Honour! fall 
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* preſerve thy Peace thoſe buſie E Eyes 
Will weep at ele own ſad Diſcoveries; | 
ben every line they add, 21 rac thy loſs; ' 
W haying oh the whole, 2dr 0 
Such as derides thy Paſſionꝰs beſt 
And ſcorns the — of thy eaſie Grief. 
Yet leſt thy ignorance bettay thy name © =» 
Of Man, and Pious; read, ir upanch the ſhame 
Of an exemption from juſt ſenſe, doth ſhow | 
© Irrational, beyond exceſſive Wo. 
Since Reaſon then 2 privilege a Tear, 
Manhood uncenſur d, pay cha Tribute here 
Upon this noble _ re, here remains 74 
ww Duſt fax more recious than in Indie's eins : 
| Within theſe cold embraces raviſh'd lies 
1 That which compleats the Apge's Tyranniery 
my - ho weak to ſuch another In 529 | 
[| For, what deſtroys gur Hope, feeures. our me. | 
ny a ea Ee, | 
Ot Groans, At ſevere a bad? 
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The late great Victim that your Altars knew, 
You angry Gods, might have excus'd this new 
Oblation; and bee Nerd one loſty Light 

Of Virtue, to inform our Reps arightt a 

By whoſe Example good, condemned we , | 
ht have run on to kinder Deſtiny. - L a 

But as the Leader of the Herd fell Nt, 

A Sacrifice to quench the raging thirſt 

Of inflam'd Vengeance for paſt Crimes: o aone 

But ay mh fatted YN could attone, _ 

his untimely Fate, that impious Smoke | 

* ſullied Earth, and did Heaven's 1 choke, 

Let it ſuffice for us, that we bave | 

In him, more than the widow!d | For can bot 

In any lump of her 8 12 ; | 

Fair as the gray-ey'd Morn He =s z the Day, 2 | 

Youthful, and granary upwards ftill, imparts | 

No haſte like that o increaſing Fa: 

Like the Meridian-beam, his Virtue's light 

Was ſeen , as full of comfort, and as bright, 

Ah that. that Noon had been. as fixt as cr! br 

That only wanted Immortality | 

To make him perfect, now ſubmits to 41 q 

In the black —— of whoſe Sable e. E 8 

He leaves a cloud of Fleſh. behind, flies, { 

Refin'd all Ray and Glory, to the Skies. | 

Great Saint ſhme there in an eternal Sphere, Tate; 

And tell thoſe Powers to whom thou now draw ſt 

That, by our trembling Senſe, in HasT1nG dead, 

Their Anger, and our ugly Faults, are read: 

The ſhort lines of whoſe Life did to our eyes 

Their Love and Majeſty epitomiae. 

Tell them whoſe ſtern Decrees impoſe our Tee; 

The feaſted Grave may cloſe her hollow Jaws. 

Though Sin ſearch Nature, to provide her — 

A ſecond Entertainment half fo dear, XY 

She'll never, meet a Plenty like this Herſe, 105 


Till 1 PRs uw the Vaixexſe, 


"F 
4 ? 4:41 0a £4 (OW 2 wo 


— A 


* 4 * 


7 
en eta 


Mo 2. Fin r TY mY 
35 { uy 2 


nn 


e Juni % 


1 Upon the: Peach ot . - 5 
LORD Hb Ive 


Kot + 1h 1 


Ln 


une; Ms. Bi jacks Year 164 whey 
ene Weltminſter School." | 4 


. EP Y 


Ve Meer ues 5 5 255 immaturely Ik | 


(The Honour of his ancient 20 
Beauty and Learning thus together meer, 
To bring a Winding for a Wedding Sheet? 
Muſt Virtke'prove Death's Harbinger! muſt She, 
With him expiring, feel Mortalit7 7 
Is Death (Sin's w mages) Grace's now? Fall Art 
Make us more Learned, only to d art ry 
If Merit be Diſeaſe, if Fülle Death; 
Ta be Good, not to be; Who then | — 
Himſelf to Diſcipline ? who'd" not eſteen 
Labour: a Crime, Study ſelf murther deem x 
Our Noble . now haye pretence to be 
Dunces. ſecurely, 1 n'rant hea Re: 
Rare Linguift-! whoſe worth 2 it ſelf, whoſe 
_—_ not wn," all Tongues oo des do raiſe : [praile, 
Than m— Peer Alexander may ſeem lefs; 
Who conquer'd Men, but not their r Languages. 
In his Mouth Nations ſpake; his Tongue might be 
Interpreter to Greece, France, Itdly. 
His Native Soil was the four part gew Earth; 
All — was too narrow for his Birth. 
A 12 poſtle; and (with rey'rence may 
1 ſpeak - inp ir'd with gift of Tongues, as they. 
Nature gave him; a Child, what Men in vain | 
Oft ſtrive, by Art thou h further'd, to obtain. | 
His body was an Orb, his ſublime Soul : 
3 and on Learning's Pole : 
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 Mizgcettany Portis. 177 
Whoſe reg lar motions better to our view, 4 OV. 
Than Archimedes Sphere, the Heavens did der, 1 
Graces and Virtnes, ' Languages 1 ado 22 4 
Beauty and Learning, filFd up all the patty,” t 
Heav'n's Gifts, Which do, We falling Stats, ry * 
Scatter'd in others; all, as in their here 1 
Were fix'd and conglobat in's Soul; and thence 
Shone th'row his Body, with ſweet influence 2 11 


" Letting their Glories ſo on each Limh fall, 10 
| The te Frame — Was Celeſtial. 2299 | 202 | 
Come, learned Prolemy, amid tryal make, £1 oy 4 
If thou this Hero's _— cabſt Ke: thy Fane 
But that tranſcends thy skill; thrice' hap PPY. all,” 1 — | 
Could we but proye thus Aſtronomical. 2 | 
Liv'd Tycho now, ſtruck with this Ray, (ich Wass 
More bright icht“ Morn, than others Nach at YL. 5 | 
He'd take bis Afrolabe; and ſeek out here 
What new Star twas did id our Hemiſphere.” © 
Repleniſh'd then with ſucF rare Gifts as Biefe. 4 04 
Where was room left for ſuch à foul Piſeaſe? A 
The Nation's ſin hath draw that Veil, Which ſhrouds 
Our day-ſpri ng in ſo fad benightin Clouds,” ' © © 8 
Heaven would no longer trult its ledge ; ; but thus n 
Recall'd it; rapt its Ganymele from us 
Was there no milder way but the Small por, F 
oſe Erne. very filth'neſs of Pandora's Box? ' ** 1 - 
wy VO many Spots; like be, Our Venur foil? * 5 # 


One Jewel. ſet off with ſo many a fol? eben 

liſters with Pride Well, Wbieh tptougles fleſn d 
e Like Roſe-buds; ſtuck i 1 hy Lilly-skit' about. 8 

N ach little Pimple had a Tear in itt. 
o wail the fault its riſing did commit: 

Who, Rebel-like; with their own Lord at ſtrife, | 
bus made an Infurrection gainſt his LifſmGſGG. 
r were cheſe Gems ſent to adorn ful Rin | 

he Cab'net of a richer Soul within? 1 1 & 8 

| No Comet need Wr his change drew oh, nk 5 
hoſe Corps might ſeem a 3 ad 151 

D had he 44 up old, how 2 a ſtrife * Life? 
Had * who from his death .ſhould draw _ 


k 
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Who ſhould, by one rich draught, become what: et 


| Learn'd, Virtuous, Pious, Great; and have by this 


An Univerſal Metempſychoſus. | 


Muſt all theſe ag'd Sires in one Funeral _ - 


Expire ? All die in one ſo arp pas | 
Who, had he liv'd: his life ont, his great Fame 
Had ſwoln bove any Greek. or Roman Name. 

But haſty Winter, with one blaſt, hath brought 
The hopes of Autumn, Sumner, Spring to nought, 
Thus fades the Oak i'th” ſprig, i'th blade the Corn; 
Thus without Loung, this Phanix dies, new-born, 
Muſt then old | three-legg'd gray-beards with their 
Catarrhs, Rheume, Aches, live three ages out? [Gou, 


Time's Offal, only fit. forth” Hoſpital, 


Or to Anti ef Wy 

Muſt D ds,. Leachers, ſpent with ſigning, live 
With ſuch. helps as Broths, Poſſets, Phyſick give? 

None live, but ſuch as ſhould die? Shall we mect 


Wich none but r Fees in the Street ? 


Grief makes me rail; Sorrow will force its way; 
Arid Show'rs of Tears Tempeſtuous Sighs beſt lay. 


The Tongue may fail; but over-flowing Eyes 


Will weep out laſting ſtreams of Hlegies.. 
But thn O Virgin-widow,. left alone, 


Now thy Beloved, Heayen-raviſhe Spouſe is gone, 
(Whoſe alte Sire in yain ſtrove — 
Med'cines, when thy Balm was no Remedy) 


With greater than Flatonick Love, O wed 
His Soul, tho* not his Body, to thy Beds 
Let that make thee a Mother bring thou forth 
Th' 1dea's of his Virtue; Knowledge, Worth ; 


"7 Tranſcribe th* Original in new Copies; give 
Haſtings o'th* better part: ſo ſhall he live 


In's nobler half; and the great Grandſire be 
Of an Heroick Divine Progeny : 
An Ile, which Eternity fal ENT 
Vet but th' Irradiations which be caſt. 
Erect no Mauſoleums : for his beſt | 


Monument is his Spouſe's Marble Breaſt. 
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War att thou Oh thou new-found pain? 
From what Infection doſt thou ſpring \ 
rell me, O tell me, thou Inchanting * 
Thy Nature and thy Name. | | 
' Inform me by what fubtile Art, ee i 
What powerful Influence, _ 1 
You got ſuch yaſt Dominion in a 1 r 
Of my unheeded and ungtarded 3 
That Fame and Honour cannot drive You {hee | f 
Oh Nr Uſurper of my Peace! © 
ſoft Intruder of my Solitude?! 
9 diſturber of my Eaſe, 
That haſt nay nobler Fate purſu'd;, 
And all the Glortes of my Life TY 


Thou hautit'ft my inconvenient [TELE 77 8 
The buſineſs of the Day, nor ſilence oft. ha ig, 1 5 f 
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That ſhou'd to Cares and Sleep invite, , 
Can bid Defiance to thy x cone Eng Pow? rs... 
Where haſt chou been this live-long Age, 
That from my Birth "till now. iter 
Thou never didſt one Thought e bee 2 
Or charm tu Soul with the unea & 0 
That made it all its hwumbler Feebles . 
Where wert e O malicious Sprite, | 8 44 
When ſhinin did invite 
When Int' re Ul then thou wert thy, 
Nor one kind Aid to my Aﬀiſtance 4... 
Nor would'ft infpire one tender 
When Princes at my Feet did lye. | 
When thou couldft 4 mbition with my Toy, | ck 
Then, — Phantome, thou wert nice and . 
Not Beauty would invade thee then, | 


| < 
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Nor all the Arts of laviſh Men;. 
Not all the pow'rful Rhet'rick of the Tougne, 
No ſacred Wit Fou'd charm thee "ER 
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ö Not 
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6 Aot the ſoft Play that Lovers make, 
1 Nof Sighs ou'd Far hee d a e; 
No — 2 ears or Vows could thee nor 


Nor cham. the eee eee to Deſ re, 


Oft I've <6hjlar'd et; to Per * 15 ; 
By Youth, by Loye, by all their 5 . | 
Have ſearch d 'and | ſought thee eV'ry where, \ 
1 ſilent Groves, in lonely, Bowers, | 
On flow'ry Beds where Lovers 185 * 
; In ſheltrii Woods, Where ſi "1,008 
To their affigning Shepherd 5 
44 hide their Bluſhes in the pay 0 
Vet there; e there. thon h 9 1 A ira 
Where Beauty proſtrate lay an Fortune o0'd, © 
My Heart (inſenfible) to neither bo . a 2: 
| Thy lucky aid was wanting to prevafl, | 
In Courts 1 fbüght thee e thy proper Sper, 
But thou-1 wn Crouds wert ſtifed there res... 
Incxey did all the loving | bus* neſs do, ** | 
| wyſtes tlie ths, and; Winz the Vi e gs * 
Or if by charice ſome North thy” m 1770 en, 75 
Ah, Po e Ve. Wig undone, 


"my 8 cho 5 nimble Tire, dh 2 
* force 17 © eVery. part, 
or human Power did: N Freat 
3 25 Tear 7550 unfadl Heart = 
Art thou fomeiwelecome (PI Plague, 57 1 abors 
In this dear Forth, this. k md D ” 
Or the f 29 ee * 
| | Begot by ſome ſo ught, that feeb oye 
- With the bright-piercing 2 5 of Tyſander's Eyes 
| — Jeb, Tormenter,” have found thee now, 
1 to whom thou doſt thy Being owe; 
pgs ou the Bluſhes doſt impart, 
Tis thou that trembleſt in muy Heart. TRE 
* hen the dear Stiephefd does Appear, * 
1 faist and die with pleaſing 48 . 
9 Words: IRE Re 
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Mtscit HAN Pow. 1 
Whbene.el 1 bol Od Shin to „ 
Whene'er 1 g 4b, wWhene'er1 wha yr 
Th conſcious Fre Is mingled with ny Lore, 
fy in the fanctify d Kbedes- 1. 7 * 


Miſguided Worlipper approve 
The LEI. Idols with their Gods. 


In vain (alas) in vain I ſtrive 
With Errors, which my Soul do — vex 5 
For Superſtition will ſurvive + ; 
Purer ws ih to r 


Oh tell me, you Philolophers f in gn 4 
What can theſe burning Fev'riſh Fits "6 Bout * 
By what ſtrange” "Nets you cute t 
And the fiery. Calenture remove? Wee p 17 
Tell me, Je Fhy ones, you that 8. N 
How tis you hide the kindling co L 
won'd you bur'confels che 4 Tru ze 
It is not real Virtue" makes you 1 | 1 ry 1 
But when you, do Yeſft che pre 97 
Twas want of dear 7 to, 1295 5 4 a 
And While your Young "Adoters lye, | 
All la aguiſhin ahd hopeleſs at your Feet ; 4 6T 
Railing e ebe b to your Chaſtity, © - 
Oh, te por how you do remain diſcreet ? ; 874 
And not che: Faffſoh to the Throng "make known, my 


Some dear, fome Ae Tomb, 8 | ves the nM 
Informs An all your Virtue's but a eat, 1 

And Honour but a falſe Diſt WS 3 17 
Your Modeſty a geceſſäry flig 1313 


Deceive the fooliſh' World; decetde it Ou, 
And veil your Paſfion in 8 7 Pride; 

wut now. I've found your Wealnels b wy. 

From me the beef fraud you e hide; 


Y 3 


Which ry, in fre e 48 now confi d: "0" Nr «| iT | 


How reſs riſing Sighs, (63429 A. 
And the fe ing Soul tha 17 in your Eyes, 
While to b ou nice Are found, 


To gain the dull repate of being Wiſe, -. 4 pagers 
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| For, tho! with Virtue 
©  Lyſander, finds; the EIA ones 
80 Helen, tho from 9 1 A 0 K 
"Toi wg an 5 Heart and Bed. 
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TF 10 Wer Wee chat take delight 
| In that which reaſonable Men write 0 
To them Alone we Dedicate this _ 
The Reſt may ſatisſie their curious Ich 
With City Gazetteg, or ſome Factious us Speech, 
Or what-e'er' Libel for the Publick Good 
Stirs up the Shroye-tide Crew to Fire and. Klood! 
Remove your Benches, you Apollate Pit. | 
And take, Above, Welte 28 of Wit; . " 
Go Pack ts your dear Dit! u he Rope, 
7 ſee N bly gp the 78 "I the Pope! 
Plays e on. our Corrupted Stage, 
Methinks reſemble. the diſtracted Ago. » "1 | 
Noiſe, Madneſs, all unreaſonable 
That ftrike at Senſe, as Rebels do at. ings ! 
The ſtyle of Forty One our Poets write, 
And you are 9 to ſudge 2 Forty Eight. | 
Such Cenſures gur miſtaking Audience | 
That tis almoſt grown Scandalous to Take! 
L tone of Feyers that infe& the Brains. 
But Nonſenſe is the new. Diſeaſe: that reigns. 
Weak Stomachs with a long Diſeaſe — 
Cannot the Cordials of ſtrong Wit digeſt. 
Therefore chin Nouriſhment of Farce ye. chuſe, 
. Decottions of à Barley-water Muſe: 
A Meal of Tragedy would make ye . 
Unleſs it were à very tender Chick. 
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Some 
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some Scenes in Sippets wou'd be worth our time, 
Thoſe would £9 * + peak fome * that's poach'd in 1 
If theſe ſhould fail — [Rbime; A 
We moſt lie down, and after all our coſt, - 1 
Keep Holy-day,/ like Water- men in Froſt, 211 | 

While you turn Players on the World's great Stage, 
And A your ſelves the Farce. 6 your own Age. 
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"Adios as Beardlefs Auidink of this 
Commends to you the Fortune of his Play, - 
A Woman Wit has often grae'd the Stage, 
But he's the fieſt n of our Age. 
Early as is the Year his Faneies blow, 2 8 
Like you rei eeping thro e Snow; 
Thus — pork. je ras yet 45 dry 7: 
This is as forward, and may ve as — 
Youth with the Fair ſhould- always Favou nd, 
| Or we are damn'd Diſſemblers of our kind. 
What's all this Love they put into our Parts? 
'Tis — 5 1 pat of TWO Joey Hearts. 
Beard make fuch tender moan, 
ah — e — e em to —— Alone, 
And cry Let's go, here's wins to be done. | 
Since Loye's our Buſineſs, as” r Delight, 
The Young, Who beſt can practife, beſt ean write, 
What chouph he be not come es his full Pow'r, 
He's m andi e er every Hour. 
Tou fly She-Jockies of the B ox and Pit, 
Are pleas'd to find a hot unbroken Wit, 
By management he may in time be made, a 
But there's no hope 0 an old batter'd: lade, * 
Faint and unnerv oy he runs into a 
And always fails you at the Second 
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Date f York's coming t the Thea 
tre, Friday, April 215 1682. 
E324 $3554 eon O42 2 9 
mien by Mr. OrwWA T. 
HEN too much Plenty, Luxury, and Eaſe, 
Had ſuffeited this Ille to 4 Diſeaſe; 
When noiſome'Blains did its beſt parts o erſpread, 
And on the reſt their gige-Tnieftion ned; 
Our Great Phyſician, who the Nature knew 
Of the Diſtemper, and from hence it grew, | 
Fixt for Three Kingdoms quiet (Sir) on you: 
He caſt his ſearching Eyes o'er. all the Frame, 
And finding whence. before one, Sickneſs came, 
| How once before. our Miſchiefs foſter d were, 
Knew well yogr Firtue, and apply'd.you;there : | 
Where ſo your Goodneſs, ſo your Juſtice ſway'd, : 
ou put. 7 ppear d, and the uud Plague was ſtay'd, 
When from the filthy Dunghil- faction bred, 
New-form'd. Rebellion durſt rear up its head, f 
Anſwer me all who ſtruck the Monſter. dead ? 
See, ſee, the injur d PRINCE, and bleſs his Nan 
Think on the Martyr from whoſe Loins he came: 
Think on the Blood was ſhed. for you before, 
| ny Curſe the--Parricgdes that thirſt for more. 
is foes are yours, then of their Wiles beware: 
Lays lay him in your, Hearts, and guard him there; 
Where — his wrongs. your Zeal for him improve, 
He wears a Sword will juſtiſie your LoVo. 
With Blood ſtill ready for your good t'expend, 
And has a Heart that ze'er lange his Friend. 
His duteous Loyalty before you. lay, 
And ſearn of him, .unmurmring.to.obey, , 
Think what he'as born, your Quiet to reſtore ; 


- Repent yoùr madneſs, and rebel no more, 
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No more let Bout eus hope to lead Petitions, 
Scriv'ners be Treas ' rers; Pe lars, Politicians ; 
Nor ev'ry Fool, whoſe Wife has eript at Court, 
10 Lagds here Cuckeldß inultiply like gur, 
What THR can be tob Telus Their — 
Or can too, often think, himſelf amd; ? 
They're male- contents that ey'ry where go arm'd : 
And when the horned Herd's together got, : 
Nothing pretends/a Common-Wealth like that. 
Caſt, caſt your Idols off, your Gods of wood, 
Ere yet Philiftips fatten with your Blood +; 
Renounce your Prieſts of Baal, with Amen faces, 
Your Wapping, Feaſts, and your Mile-End rs 
Nail all your Medals on the Gallows. Poſt, -- - .. 
In recompence. th* Original was lot: 
it theſe, illuſtrious Repentance pay, _ - . 
In his kind; Hands your humble QtPrings lay: 
et Royal Pardon by up ee 
h' Attoning Brother of your Auger d Lord: * 
He ap brings a Medicine fit t' atlwage. 


ht 


people's folly, and rowz'd Monarch's rage. 
ln Infant Prince yet lab'ring in the womb, .  - 
Fated with wond*rous Happineſs to come, : 
He N the mighty bleſſing home: 
dend all your Wiſhes with him, - let the Air 
ith, gentle breezes Waft it ſafely here + 
ke Seas, like what they UI carry, calm and fair: + 
Let the Ilaſtrioms Mother touch our. Lane 
idly, As. hereafter ma her Son Command; Wy 
hile our glad Fla po ewes her to ſhoar, 
/ith kind aflurance; ſhe ſhall part no more. 
Be the Majeſlick Babe then ſmiling born, 

And all good ſigns of Fate his Birth adorn, 

50 live and grow, a conſtant pledge to ſtand _-- 
O{CasAR! s Love to an, obedient Land, 1, + , 


£4 2 +4 


* 


ya 


- i 
* , . * SF 
\ N 3 « 
A. . 
a = 
* 1 \ * Þ - & % d 
N ® — 
4 OS. * 4 — 
_ 


: 
— — EE... — — — 
— — . = — - * 
— 2 — — 


. "4s 4 4 1 1 * 
= - = s f 
. . 8 * \ L b . . 
120 Werne 1 & 
\ 
" o ” . ? 9 * 1 * 
" ir < * i ey . * eg 71 16 1 4 * 
5 1 142 . $+14 1 4 
LL 


4% : 
: o N 
1 _ © #. © 


a 3 a ad; 


ROYAL HiGHNEs| 


n | her Rem from Scotland, 
| In the Year 1683. 


" 1 
4 16 


nne in abt Of W. 


Arr. you, who this Day's Tubilee attend, 
And every Loyal Muſe's Loyal Friend; 


That come to puns our longing wiſhes Fre, 
Turn == deſiring Eyes, an feaſt 'em there, 
Thus falling on our Knees with me implore, 
May this poor Land ne'er loſe that Preſence more! 
But if there any in this Circle be, 

That come ſo curſt to enyy what they ſee; 

From the vain Fool that would be great too ſoon, | 
To the dull Knave that writ the laſt Lampoon! 

Let ſuch, as Victinis to that Beauty's Fame, 
Hang their vile blaſted Heads, an Dye with ſhame 

Our mighty Blefling is at laft return 
The Joy arriv'd. for which ſo long we mourn- d;: 
From whom our preſent Peace we expect increas'd, 
And all our future Generations bleſt: 

Time, have a Care : bring ſafe the hour of Joy, 
When ſome bleſt Tongue proclaims a Royal Boy: 
And when "tis born, let Nature's hand be 8 
Bleſs him with Days of ſtrength,” and make em long 
Till charg'd with 9 we behold him ſtand, 
Three Kingdoms Banners waiting his Command, 
His Father's Conqu'ring Sword within his Hand: 
Then th' Engliſh Lions in the Air advance, 
And with them roaring Muſick to the Dance, 
Carry a Quo Warranto into France. 
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To the DUR E on his Return, 
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Mies iy Mr. NAT. Les. 


Ome then at laſt, while anxious Nations weep, 
4 Three Kingdoms ftak'd ! too precious for the 
Too precious ſure, for when the Trump of Fame {deep. 
Did with a direfuÞ ſound your Wrack proclaim, 
Your danger and your doubtful ſafety Thom, | 
It dampt the Genius, and it ſhook the Throne, 
Your Helm may now the Sea-born Goddeſs take, 
And ſoft Favenms ſafe your paſſage make, | 
Strong, and auſpicious, be the Stars that reign, ' 
The day you launch, and Nereus ſweep the Main. 
obcune aloft, ſcour all the Storms before, * 
Ind following Tritons wind you to the Shore; 
While on the Beach, like Billows of the Land, 
In bending Crowds the Loyal Engliſb ſtand: 
Come then, tho' late; your right receive at laſt; - 
Which Heav'n preſery'd, in ſpite of Fortune's blaſt, 
Accept thoſe Hearts, that offer on the Strand; - 
The bas half of this divided Land. 8 
Venting their honeſt Souls in Tears of Joy, 2 
They rave, and beg you would their Lives employ, 
Shouting your ſacred Name, they drive the Air, 
And fill your Canvas Wings with gales of Prayer, 
Come then, I hear three Nations ſhout again, | 
ind, next our Charles, in every boſom' reign ; 
Heaven's darling Charge, the Care of regal Stars, © 
Pledge of our Peace, and Triumph of our Wars, 
eaven eccho's Come, but come not Sir alone, 
ring the bright pregnant Bleſſing of the Throne. 
ind if in Poets Charms be force or skill, | 
We charge you, O ye Waves and Winds, be ſtill, 
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Wich che expected Prince that loads her Womb, ? 
Joy of this Age, and Heir of that to come. 


Tears from his Cheeks with manly Mildneſs roul, 


But *tis enough Thou art at laſt return d: 


That give not Caſar, no nor God, his due, 


Then aghing ſaid, My Soul's dear-purchas'd reſt, 


Their Fates were Glorious ſince for thee they fell, | 
And as a Prince has right his Arms to wield, 


a 


Aurora that, and this. the Morning-Star. 


O Brother! He could ſay no more, and then 


Their ftubborn Souls with braſs Rebellion barr'd, 
Whom I— but there he ſtopt, and cry'd, Tis pal, 


Io all extreams of Friendſhip let us ff 


He dares to Hazard both his Lite and Crown. 
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Softas a failing Goddeſs bring her home, 


Next her the Virgin Princeſs ſhines from far, 


Hail then, all hail ! They land in Charles's Arms, 
While his large Breaſt the Nation's Angel warms, 


Then dearly graſps the treaſure of his Soul: 
Hangs on his Neck, and feeds upon his Form, 
Calls him his Calm, after a tedious Storm, 


With heaying Paſſion claſp'd him cloſe again. | 
How oft, he 'cry'd, have f thy. abſence mourn'd? 


Said I return d! O never more to part, 

Nor draw the vital warmth from Charles his Heart, 
Once more, O Heav'n, 1 ſhall his Virtue prove, 
His Counſel, Conduct, and unſhaken Love. 

My People too at laſt their Error fee, 
And make their Sovereign bleſt in loving Thee. 
Not but there is a ftiff-neck'd harden'd Crew 


Reprobate Traytors, Tyrants of their Own, 
Yet grudge to ſee their Monarch in his Throne, 


Deſert the Laws, and Crimes with Treaſon guard, 


Pity's no more, this warning be their laſt ; 


Welcome, Oh welcome, to my longing. Breaſt : 
Why ſhould 1 waſte a Tear while thou ar: by? 


Piſdain the factious Croud that hank rebel, | 
And/ mourn the Men that durſt in death excel! : 


When ſtubborn Rebels force him to the Field; 50 
So forthe Loyal, Who their Lives lay down, 


8 Misobr.Lavy bonus Tz 


A Prologue to the Kine and Quan, 


U the Union of the two Companies, 
On in the 2 1686. | 1 


| 


nu, by Ar. Dar DE N. 


"Ince FaQtion ebbs; endKomun grow out of Faſhion; | 


Their penny-Scribes take care t inform the Nation, 
How well men thrive in this or that Plantation. 


How Penſyluania's Air agrees with uakers, * 
And. Carolinas with n 2 : 


Both e'en too good for Madmen and for Traftors,” 


Truth is, our Land with Saints is. ſo run o'er, 
And every Age produces ſuch a ſtore, + 


That now'there's need of two New-Englands more. 


What's this, you'll ſay, to Us and our Vocation? | 
Only thus much, that we have left our Station, * 
Id made this Theatre our new Plantation. 


The ractious Natives never cou'd agree; 
But aiming, as they call'd it, to be Free, 


Thoſe Play-houſe Whiggs ſet up for Property. 


Some ſay they no Obedience Ter, of late; 
But would new Fears and Jealouſies create; 


Til ropſy-turyy they | had turn'd the State. 


Plain Senſe, without the Talent of Foretelling, 
Might gueſs would end in down-right knocks and 


quelli 


For . comes there better of <a 
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When Men will, needleſſy, their Freedom barter 
For lawleſs Pow'r, ſometimes they catch a Tattars 
{There's a damm d word that ffimes 4 "this, cally 

Charter.) eee 
But, ſince the Victory with Us remains, 
You ſhall be call'd to Twelve in all our Gains: 
(If you'll not think Us ſawey for our Pains.) 


* 
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Old Men ſhall have good old Plays to delight em: 
And you, fair Ladies and Galants that flight em, 


SC 

We'll treat with good new Plays; if aur new Win If 
can write em. l 11 62: T 
We'll take no blundring Verſe, no fuſtian Tumour, r 
No dribling Love, from this or that Preſumer: T 
No dall ſat Fooll ſhamm'd on the Stage for humou, . 
: | | ©, 8 Ea 

For, faith, ſome of em ſuch vile ſtuff have made, Bu 
As none but Fools or Fairies ever Play'd; C: 
But *rwas, as Shop-men-”fay, to force a Trade, " 
Th 


We've giv'a you Trageties, all ſenſe-defying; 
And 23 men, mY woeful Metre 8 
This 'tis when heavy Luhbers will be flying. 


All theſe diſaſters we well hope to weather; = 
Wie bring you none of our old Lumber hither - 


Whigg Poets and Whigg Sheriffs may hang together, 
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1, | | 
E W Miniſters, when firſt they get in place, 
Muſt have a care to pleaſe; and that's our Caſe > | 

Some Laws for publick Welfare we deſign, * - 

If you, the Power ſupream; will pleaſe to join: 

There are a fort of Pratlers in the Pit, * 

Who either have, or who pretend to Wit: 

Theſe noiſy Sirs ſo loud their Parts rehearſe, 

That oft the Play is ſilenc'd by the Farce: 

Let ſuch be dumb, this penalty to ſhun, - 

Each to be thought my Lady's eldeſt Son. 

ut ſtay : 3 ſome Vizard Mask I ſee, 

Caſt out her Lure from the mid Gallery: 

About her all the flutt'ring, Sparks axe rang'd; 

The Noiſe continues though the Scene is chang'd, 

Now growling, ſputt'ring, wauling, ſuch a clutter, , 

Tis juſt like Puſs defendant in a Gutter: © © 

Fine Love no doubt, but ere two days are o'er ye, 

The Surgeon will be told a woful ſtory. 8 

Let Vizard Mask her naked Face expoſe, 

On pain of being thought to want a Noſe : 

hen for your Laqueys, and your Train beſide, _ \ 
By. what-e'er Name or Title dignify'd) bs $6. 
hey roar ſo loud, you'd think behind the Stairs 

ſom Dove, and all the Brotherhood of Bears: | 

hey're growyn A Nuſance, beyond all Diſaſters, 
/c've none ſo great but their unpaying Maſters, 

Je beg you, Sirs, to beg your Men, that they 
ou'd pleaſe to give you leave to hear the Play. 

ext, in the Play-houſe ſpare your precious Lives; 
Think, like good Chriſtians, on your Bearns and Wives : 
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Think on your Souls; but by your ing forth, 
It ſeems —— know how little they — Br 2 1 
If none of theſe will move the warlike Mind. 
Think on the helpleſs Whore you leave behind! 
We beg you laſt, our Scene-Room to-forbear, 
And leave our Goods and Chattels to our Care: 
Alas, our Women are but waſhy Toys, 

And wholly taken up in Stage Employs: 

Poor willing Tits they are but yet 1 doubt 

This double Duty ſoon will wear em out. | 
Then you are watch'd beſides, with jealous Care; 
What if my Lady's Page ſhou'd find you there? 
My Le knows t a title what there's in ye; 

No paſſing your gilt Shilling for a Guinea. 

Thus, Gentlemen, we have ſumm'd up in ſhort 
Our Grievances, from Copntry, Town and Court: 
Which humbly we ſubmit to your good pleaſure; 
But firſt Vote Money, then elreſs at leaſure. 
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20 ConsTANTINE the Great, 


_ Written by Mr. Dx vD BEN, 


UR. Hero's happy in the Play's Concluſion, 
The holy Rogue at laſt has met Confuſion: 

Tho' Aris all along appear'd a Saint, 

The laſt Act ſhew'd him a true Proteſtant, 
Euſebius (for you know I read Greet Authors) 

Reports, that after all theſe Plots and Slaughters, 
The Court of Conſtantine was full of Glory, 
And every Trimmer turn d Addreſſing Tory; 
They follow'd him in Herds as they were mad: 

When. Clauſe was King, then all the World was glad 


Whit 
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Whigs kept the Places they ed before, 

And moll were in a way of getzing more; 7 
Which. was as much as N Gentlemen, 
Here's Power and Money to be Rogues again. 

Indeed there were à ſort of peaking Tools, 

come call them Modeſt, but 1 call thera Fools; 

Men much more Loyal, tho* not half fo loud; 

But theſe poor Devils were caſt behind the Croud. 
For bold Knaves thrive without one grain of Senſe, 
But good Men ſtarve for want of Impudence. | 
Beſides all theſe, there were a fort of Wights, 

(1 think my Author calls them Teckelites) I 
Such hearty Rogues againſt the King and Laws, 
They favour'd even a foreign Rebel's Caule, = 
When their own damn'd Deſign was quaſh'd and awd, 
At teaſt they gave it their good word abroad, 

As many a Man, who, for a quiet Life, IM 
Breeds out his Baſtard, not to noiſe his Wife; 


And tho“ they cannot keep it in their Eye, 

They bind it Prentice to Count Teckely, _ 

They believe not the laſt Plot, may. I be curſt 
if beljeye they Cer beliey'd.the firſt; 

No wonder their own Plot, no Plot they think; 

The Man that makes it, never ſmells the ſtink. 

And, now it comes into my head, I'll tell 

Why theſe damn'd Trimmers loy'd the Turks ſo well, 
The Original Trimmer, tho' a Friend to no man. 
Yet in his Heart ador'd a pretty Woman; 

He knew that Mahomet Wy up ſor ever, 
Kind black-eyed Rogues, for every true Believer: 
And, which was more than mortal Man e'er taſted, 


W-1 


8 Vho'd not be circumeis'd for ſuch a Heaven! h 


- 


Mises Ports. 1z7 


Thus o'er their Darling Plot theſe Trimmers cry; 


One Pleaſure that for threeſcore Twelve- months 
To turn for this, may fre be forgiven: [laſted ; 
16 ; 
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op 6 2 = | 1 Written by Mr. DAT DEN. Y 


i © W comes it, Gentlemen, that now-a-days, 

ID When all of you fo ſhrewdly judge of Pays, 
Our Poets tax you ſtill with want of Senſe ? 

All Prologues treat you at your own Expence, 
Sharp Citizens a witer way can go; 
They make you Fools, but never call you fo. 
They, in good Manners, ſeldom make a flip, 
But treat a common Whore with Ladyſhip : 

But here each ſaucy Wit at Random writes, 
And uſes Ladies as he uſes Knights. 

Our Author, ' Young, and Grateful in his Nature, 
Vows, that from him no Nymph deſeryes a Satyr. 
Nor will he ever Draw 1 mean his Rhime, 
Againft the ſweet Partaker of his Crime. 

Nor is he yet ſo bold an Undertaker 

To call ME N Fools; tis Railing at their MAK EN 
Beſides, he fears to ſplit upon that Shelf; 

He's young enough to be a FOP himſelf, 

And, if his Praiſe can bring you all A-bed, 

He ſwears ſuch hopeful Youth no Nation ever bred, 

Your Nurſes, we preſume, in ſuch a Caſe, 

Tour Father choſe, becauſe he lik'd the Face; 
And, often, they ſupply'd your Mother's Place. 

The Dry Nurſe was your Mother's ancient Maid, 
Who knew ſome former Slip ſhe ne*er betray'd. 
Beewixt em both, for Milk and Sugar-Candy, 
Your ſucking Bottles were well ftor'd with Brandy, 
Your Father to initiate your Diſcourſe, | 

Meant to have taught you firſt to {wear and curſe; 

But was prevented by each careful Nurſe. 

-. - For, leaving Dad and Mam, as Names too common, 

” 7 taught you certain parts of Man and rr 
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But learn'd all Moods and Figures of goo 
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I paſs your. Schools, for there when firſt you came, 
You wou'd be ſure to learn the Latin Name. 
In Colleges you-ſcorn'd the Art of mma 1 
Drinking: 
Thence come to Town, you practiſe Play, to know 
The vertues of the high Dice, and the low. 


Each thinks himſelf a.SHARPER moſt profound: „ 


He cheats by Pence; is cheated by the Pound: 

With theſe Perfections, and what elſe he Gleans, 7 
The SPARK ſets up for Love behind our Scenes; # 
Hot in purſuit of Princeſſes and Queens. 

There, if they know their Man, with cunning Car- 


Twenty to one but it concludes in Marriage. riage, 


He hires ſome homely Room, Love's Fruits to gather 
And Garret-high Rebels againſt his Father, 
But he once dead — . 

Brings her in Triumph, with her Portion down, 
A Twillet,, Dreſſing-Box, and Half a Crown, 
Some Marry firſt, and then they fall to Scowring, - 
Which is, Refining Marriage into Whoring. 
Our Women batten well on their good Nature, 
All they can rap and rend for the dear Creature. 


But while abroad ſe liberal the DO L is, 


Poor SPOUSE at Home as Ragged as a Colt is. 
Laſt, ſome there are, who take their firſt Degrees 
Of Lewdneſs, in our middle Galleries: | | 
The Doughty-BUL LIES enter Bloody Drunk, 
Invade and grubble one another's PUNK: 

They Caterwaul, and make a diſmal Rout, 


* 
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Call SONS of. WHORES, and ſtrike, but ne'er lug 


our? © aun 4's ar 5 | 
Thus while for Paultry hunt they roar and ſtickle, 
They make it. Bawdier than a CONVENTICLE,. 
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Dor, like our Hero, whom we ſhew'e 
"You think no Woman true, but in a Play; | 
- Love once did make a pretty kind of Show, 


* 
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3 Mr. DRYDEN, 


V OU faw our Wife was Chaſte, yet throughly try'd, 
And, without doubt, y'are en edity' d; 
to-day, 


Eſteem and Kindneſs in one Breaſt would grow, 
But twas Heay'n knows how many you ago. 


Now ſome ſmall Chatt, and Guinea Expectation, 
Gets all the pretty Creatures in the Nation: 
In Comedy, your Little Selves you meet; 
*Tis Covent-Garden, drawn in Bridges-ſtreet._ 


; 


Smile on our Author then, if he. has ſhown 


A jolly Nut-brown Baſtard of your own. . 
Ah! Happy you, with Eaſe and with Delight,. 
Who act thoſe” Follies, Poets toil to write! 


The ſweating Muſe does almoſt leave the Chace, 


She poly, and hardly keeps your Protean Vices pace, 
Pinch you but in one Vice, away you fly | 
To ſome new Frisk of Contrariety.. | 4 
You rowl like Snow. Balls, ptherins as you run, 
And get ſeven Dey'ls, when diſpoſſeſs'd of one. 
Your Venus once was a Platonick Queen, 
Nothing of Love beſide the Face was ſeen; 


But every Inch of her you now Uncaſe, 


And clap a Vizard-Mask upon the Face, 
For Sins like theſe, the Zealons'of the Land, 
With little Hair, and little or no Band, | 


Fe Declare how circulating Peſtilences 


Watch every Twenty Years, *to ſnap Offences, 
Saturn, even now, takes Doctoral Degrees, 
He'll do your work this Summer, without Fees, 
Let all the Boxes, Phæbus, find thy Grace, 
And, ah, preſerye tby Eighteen-penny Place! 
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Upon the Nuptials of the Prince of 1 
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| MysezLtany Ports, rr 
But for the Pit Confounders, let em go, 
And find as little Mercy as they ſhow; 
The Actors thus, and thus thy Poets Pray; 
For every Critick ſav'd, thou danin'ſt a Play. 
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Denmark, and the Lady Anne. 


By Mr. DUXE. 

S through the Flood to our expecting ſhore, 

The Royal Fleet the Pride of Denmark bore: 
Nereus commanded ſilence through the Deep, 
And laid the Rage of warring Winds aſleep, I 
V hilt thus he ſung and ſmooth'd the Ocean's brow,. - 
Go on in Triumph, happy Hero, go, 
Propitious Heaven that on thy Valour ſmiles, 
Prepares a full Reward for all a, toils, 
Thy Noble toils of War, that riſe above 
All Recompence but thy bright Anna's Love: 
The faireſt Nymph of all the Britiſh Race, 
Sball crown thy Courage, and thy Triumphs grace 
For her thy Heart, not cuſtom'd to obey, 2 
Shall loſe its fierceneſs, and juſt Homage pay 
Where-e'er ſhe looks ſhe makes a Heart a Prize, 
And ready Victory attends her Eyes. 
To her bright Form do's ſilver Thetis yield, TH | 
And thou art Great as Peleus in the field: 2 2 
Nor were their hap y N tials grac'd mare high,. | nl 
When Gods deſcending lef the empty'd Sky, 85 1 
Than ſhall be thine, When mighty Charles and James 
Shall bleſs your Love, and ſhall unite your Flames: 
CHARLES chat o'er-all the watry Globe doth Reign, 
And lays his Laws o'er-the obedient Main: 1 
And James, that in his Brother's Night hath dy'd 
So oft with Hoſtile Blood the ſwelling Tide; 
Tis for their Sakes my Waves thus gently flow., 


Aud 1 thus ſing and blefs you, as you g -_ - 
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Tis the laſt time that I to you ſhall e 115 
Or my glad Waves to your attendance ing ; 
For when thoſe wond'rous Beauties you ſhall ſee, 
That Charles and James, and Heaven deſign for thee, 
Love ſhall confine thee to that happy Shore, 
Nor ever let thee part from that bleſt"7fland more. 


1 +... . 
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"UB F On the D EATH of. 2 
KING CHARLESH. 


By Mr. Wittiam BoWLES.. 
A H! where, protecting Providence! Ah! where 
e Thoſe guardian Angels, and that watchful Care, 
That thro* arm'd Troops the Royal Charge. un. 
l £45 cad 6:2ihi(5 5; 
From Civil Fury and Inteſtine Rage, 
Which exercis'd his Youth, and vex'd his Age; 
So often e om by a fierce Diſeaſe 
He falls -ſurpriz'd in the fallacious Calm of Peace. 
Ah! mighty Prince thy Mercy, Virtue. ſuch, 
Fhat Heay'n ſure» thou 
Inherent Goodneſs in thy Soul did ſhine, - 
Thou bright Reſemblance of the Pow'r Divine; 
For ſure the Great Original is beſt 
By Mercy, join'd with mighty Power, expreſt. 
In thy bleſt Reign how juſtly mixt appear 
The Father's Kindneſs, and the Prince's: Care! 
Nor War, nor Exile, nor à Father's Blood, 
Nor juſt revenge for injur'd Virtue, cou'd: 
- "The native fweetneſs of his Mind controul, 
Or chapge the Godlike Temper of his Soul. 
Contending Rebels ſeemed in vain to ſtrive, - 
They could not more offend, than he forgive; 
A nobler Triumph, and more glorious far, 
Than all the Trophies of deſtructiyve War: 
For Mercy does a bloodleſs conqueſt find, 
And with ſweet force the rudeſt Paſſions bind. 
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our Happineſs too much; 
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The gaping wounds of civil rage he mourn'd,. 


And ſav'd his Country firſt, and chen adornd. 
Our dreadſul Navy does in Triumph ride, 
And the World's Riches 'flow with ev'ry Tide; 
And, as thoſe flying Tow?rs the Sea command, 
His Caſtles grace at once, and guard, the Land. 
To his Protection improv'd Arts we owe, 
And ſolid Knowledge does from Fryal grow; 
(All fubject Nature ours) new Worſds are found, 
And Sciences diſdain their ancient bound. 
Auguſtus ſo, the Storms of War ober- blown. 
Agypt ſubdu'd, and all the World his o.] n 
His ſofter hours in Arts of Peace employ'd, 
And Rome adorn'd, Civil Fire deſtroy d. 
Nor was he made only to bleſs our Iſle, 
But barn for Peace, did Europe reconcile 
Contending Princes heard from him their Fate: 
And the World's motion on his Will did wait. 

The threatning Cloud we faw at laſt withdrawn, 
And a new Morn of Triamplis ſeem'd to dawn, . . 


Tb auſpicious Proſpect did bright years foreſhow, 


And Golden Times in long ſucceſſion ſeem'd to flow: 
Once more he did our Civil Jars compoſe, ; 
And gain'd new Glories from his Pardon'd Foes ;; 

No private paſſion to revenge could draw, 

But Juſtice govern'd, and impartial Law. 

So juſt, yet ſo indulgently ſevere, - . 97 

Like Heav'n, he pity'd thoſe he cou'd not ſpare? 

And, forc'd to draw the neceſſary word, 
The ſad Effects of their own. crimes abhorr'd. | 
Now juſt Sueceſs, the Royal Conduct Crown'd, 9 
And ſtubborn Factions their great Sov'reign- own'd, 

But ah! black ſhades his ſacred: Head. ſurround. | 
Nor doſt thou fall unwept: Three Kingdoms groan,” 
And in their Ruler's Fate bewail their own, m. 
Juſtice and equal Government are things 
That Subjects make more happy than their Kings. 
Thy Fame, beſt Prince, if Poets can divine, 1 
Shall. the Great Trowblers of the World outſhine: 


— 
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1 D Finer Parr of / 
Succeſsful Robberies their Titles ſwell, 
But thine from Juſtice riſe, and doing well. 
Thy deathleſs Cares beyond ſhort Life extend, 
And nobly to ſucceeding Times deſcend, 
And, that falſe Claims, and riſing Wars might ceaſe 
Secur'd Succeſſion, and ſecur'd our Peace, 
Thy lateſt Toil! How'barb'zous was the Rage, 
That of ſuch Heroes would deprive our Age 
What Wonders may we from that Prince expect, 
Whoſe private Valour-eould our Iſle· protect! 
Whom ſuch amazing Virtues recommend, 
The kindeſt Brother, and the braveſt Friend! 
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7 Nvy and Faction rule the grumbling Age, 
The State they cannot, but they ſhake the Stage; 
This barren Trade ſome would engroſs, ſtill hoping 
From our poor Port to baniſh interloping; 

And like the plodding Lawyers take great care 
To elbow blooming Merit from the Bar. 

In ev'ry Age there were a ſort of Men, 
| As you do now, damn'd all was written then; 
= Thouſands before em leſs proyoke their pride, 
RR. one poor Rival ftreining by their ſide, 
Such Vermin'Criticks we expect to find, 


For Nature knows not how to loſe a Kind, 
The ſtinking Pole-cat, or the Mole that's blind. 
But againſt old, as well as new to rage, 
Is the peculiar frenay of this Age. ; 
Shakeſpear muſt down and you muſt praiſe no more 
Soft Deſdemona, nor the jealous Moor. 
| Fer whoſe fruitſul Genius, happy Wat, . 
Was fram'd and finiſn'd at a lucky hit: 
The Pride of Nature, and the Shame of Schools, 
Born to create, and not to learn from Rules, 
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Muſt pleaſe no more; his Baſtards now deride 
Their Father's Nakedneſs they ought/to hide. 
But when on Spurs their Pegaſus they force, 2" 
Their Jaded Muſe is diftanc'd in the Courſe, x 
All that is now hath been before, tis true; a 
But yet the Art, the Faſhion, may be ney :- 

Tho old Materials the large Palace raiſe, 1 | 
The skilful Architect deſerves his praiſe. by 1 
If nothing pleaſe, you are not nice but ſick , | 
is want of. Stomach ever to diflike :. 

On our paſt Poets petty Juries ſit. 
The living fink beneath your preſent-ſpite,,-. 8 
As if this were the Doomsday of all Wit. 
But, Beaux, and Ladies, be you not too nice, 5 
You'll break our Lott'ty if none draw à Prize, 
Then down go balf th' Artillery of your Eyes. 
For this one Night do as kind Lovers uſe, 

Tie up ſtrict Judgment, and let Fancy looſe... 


— 8 — — — — — 
SN 
To a Lady, who diſcovered a new Star 
in Caſſiopeia. 
The Words aud Tune by. Mr. C.. P as : 
| ; "to — a "> 


A S Ariana, Young and Fairy. 
By Night the Starry Quire did tell, u 
She found in Caſſopeia's Shai N 
One beauteous light the reſt excel t:: | 
This happy Star unſeen before 
i kindled from her Eyes, &‚S ; 
And made for Mortals to adore. 
A new-born Glory in the Skies, 


The . Pann of 


N og ?: 
0 if — * hy Sphere it . 
Before ſhe gaz'd the Lamp 1 
But from her Eyes the Sparkles flew - 
That gave new: Luſtre to the Gem. 
Bright Omen! what doſt thou portend, 
1  threaming Beauty of the Sky ? 
reat, What happy Monarch's end! 
For 3 a, ſe tis feat, ta dye. | 


1 IFT2 & <7 6 or" 
= Whether to a foreboding Fire-- 
Wie owe the Creſcent in decay? 1 
Or muſt the mighty Gaul Expire - 
A Victim to thy fatal Ray? a 
Such a — will late be . = 
Before the Wor 41 in aſhes lies; 5 
But if leſs ruin will attone, 
Let Strephon's only Fate ſuffice. 
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3 L e age” 
Ince from Dear Areas 6; lit 
I was ſo mp torn, ; 


My Soul has never known delight,“ 
ere 28. 0 


8 But oh, alas f whey weeping EY hy 

And bleeding exping ;. r 

| Thinking on een whoſe abſence- tis 
That makes. me * to lr e wht 
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W Hilfe I am ſcorch' with ae defies: 
In vain cold Friendſhip: you return: 
Your drops of Pity on my Fire, 
Alas! but make it Hercer burn. 


kh! would you be the flame — | 
That kills the heart it heats too Ma 511 | 
Take half my Paſſion to your Breaſt, 2140557 
The reſt, in mine _ ever lun. 


. N G M A. 
ä By Mr. #7608 


Y Birth I'm a Slave, yet can ive you a Crown; 
I diſpoſe of all Honours, my & haying none. 

I'm oblig'd by juſt Maxims to govern my Life, 

Yet I hang my own Maſter, 2d lie _ is Wife, 

When Men are a gaming, I cunningly ſneak, |. 

And their Cud Aal, and e 1920 * them take; 

Fair Maidens 1 Ladies I by the hand get, | 

And pick off their Diamonds, though ne'er ſowell ſet, 

But when J have Comrades,” we ob in whole Bands, 

in” preſently take off your Lands from your 

ands, 
But this Fury once over, I've ſuch winning Arts, 


That Þ love me much more than you do your own | 
earts-. Jp 
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VIS Es on the Snuff of a Candle; made 
in Sickneſs. 

By Mrs. W HAR TOR, 


EE there the Taper's dim and doleful Light, 
In gloomy Waves ſilently rouls about, 


And repreſents to. my dim weary ſight,. 1 
My Light of Life almoft as near burnt out. Finc 
Ah Health! Beſt part and ſubſtance of our joy, Anc 
(For without thee tis nothing but a ſhade) 1 
Why doſt thou partially thy ſelf employ, As 
Whilſt thy proud Foes as partially inyade ? | 

* | 2 : l um But 
What we, who ne'er enjoy, ſo _ ſeek, In 

_ Thoſe who poſſeſs thee ſtill, almoſt deſpiſe; An 
To gain immortal Glory, raiſe the weak, 4-54 WI 
Taught by their former want thy worth to prize. < 
2 p „ Tc 
Dear melancholy Muſe, my conſtant guide, Or 
Charm this coy Health back to my fainting Heart, Th 
Or I'll accuſe thee of yain-glorious pride, Ze 
And ſwear thou doſt but feign the moving Art. p 
But why do I upbraid thee, gentle Muſe; Ar 
Who for all Sorrows mak'ſt me ſome amends ? Jl 
Alas! Our ſickly Minds ſometimes abuſe 80 


Our beſt Phyſicians, and our deareſt Friends. 
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By nk en. 1 35 it 0 


ENCE tad Melancholy, 

a Of Cerberus, and blackeſt miduight bory, 5 
In Stygian Cave forlorn | [hol Ys 

Mongſt horrid Shapes, and ſkrieks, and lights un- 
Find out ſome uncouth Cell, 

Where broading darkneſs ſpreads his jealous wings, 
And the night5Raven 4 

There under Ebon ſhades, and low-brow'd Rocks, 
As ragged as thy Locks, 

by rk Cimmerian deſert ever dwell. 

* come oy e fait and free, 
In Heay'n ycleap“ roſyne, 
And by Mel 1 — Kind, 
Whon: lovely Venus at a 9 57 
With two Siſter Graces —_ f 
To Iyy-crowned Bacchus bore z 
Or whether, (as ſome Sages ſing) 
The frolick wind that breathes 85 Spring; 
Zehyr with Aurora playing, 
As he met her once a Maying, 
There on Beds of Violets blue, | 
And freſh-blown Roſes waſht in Dew, 
ill d her with thee # Daughter fair, 
So buxom, blith, and debonair, 
Haſte thee Nymph, and bring with thee 
Jeſt and yum ful Jolliry, 
Quips and Cranks, an wanton Wiles, - 
Nods, and Becks, and wreathed Smiles, 
Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, © | 
And love to. live in dimple feel ; 
Sport that Mrinkled Care derides, 
And Laughter holding both his Tides. 
Come, and rip it as e go 


On the light fantaſtick Toe. F 


From the fide of fome Hoar: Hill, 


Tm th Ein fer rnb 


And in thy right hand lead with thee, 
The tain Nymph, feet Liberty,” | 
And give thee” \ nx due 
Mirth, af HA me of thy crne, 
To live with her, and live with "OY 
In unreproved pleaſures free: . 
To hear the Lark begin his flight, 
And ſinging ftartle the dull nicht, 
From his watch-towre in the skies, 
Till che dappled dawn doth rife, 
Then to come in ſpight of ſorroẽ-w / 
And at my wWindow- bid good-morrow,. 
Through the Sweet-Briar, op: the Vine, 
Or the twiſted Eglan tine 
While the Cock with livel dir ns 
Scatters the rear of darknebs thin, 
And to the Stack, or the Barn-door, ' 
Stoutly ſtruts his Dames before: For”: 
Oft liſt'ning how the Hounds and Hou | 
Chearly rouſe the ſlumbring — I wes: 
Through the high wood ectioing ſit: 
Sometime walking not unſen | 
By Hedge-row Elms, on Hillocks ee 5 
Right againſt the Eaſtern gate, : 
W ere the great Sun begins his ſtate, 
Rob'd in flames, and Amber light, 
The Clouds in thouſand Liveries — 
While the Plowman near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the Furrow'd r H. 
And the Milkmaid- ſingeth blithe, 
And the Mower whets his ſithe, 
And every Shepherd tells his tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the dale. 182 
Streit mine eye hath caught new pleaſures 


Whilſt the Landskip round it meaſures, 


Ruſſet Lawns, and Fallows Gray, 
Where the nibling flocks, do ſtra yr: 
Mountains on whoſe barren breaſt 


The labouring clouds do often reſt. 
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eadows trim with Daiſies" pied. 
pballow Brooks, and Rivers wide. 
owers, and Battlements it ſees 
zoſom'd high in tufted Trees, 
here perhaps ſome beauty lies,” 
The Cynoſure of neighbouring” eyes. 
ard by, a Cottage chimney fac es 
rom betwixt two aged Okes,” ; 
here Corydon- and Thyrſs met,” + 
re at their ſayory dinner ſet 7 
df Herbs and other Country Meſſes, 
Which the neat-handed Pþillzz-drefles;* 
lud then in haſte her Bowre ſhe leaves, A 
ith Theſtylis to bind the Sheaves; ee 
Or if the earlier ſeaſon lee 
To the tann'd Haycock in the Mead 
zometimes with ſecure delight 
he up-land Hamlets will invite, 
When the merry Bells ring round, 
und the jocund rebecks found 
To many a youth, and many a maid, 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade; 5 
nd young and old come forth to play 
Dn a Sunſhine Holyday, Fo 
Till the live-long' ay-liahe fail, 
hen to the Spicy Nut-brown Ale, 
ith ſtories told of many a feat, 
How Faery Mab the junkets eat, 
phe was pincht, and pull'd, ſhe fed, 
nd he by Friars Lanthorn led? 
ells how the dra ing Goblin ſwet, 
o ern his Cream bowꝛle duly ſet, 
hen in one night, ere glimps of morn, 
His ſnadowy Flall hath threſt'd the Corn 
hat ten day-labourers could not end. 
hen lies him down the Lubbar Fend 
And ſtretch'd out all the Chimney's length, 
Basks at the fire his hairy ſtrength; 
And Crop-fall out of dores he flings, 
ore the firſt Cock his Mattin rings, 


— 
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Thus don the Tales, to bed tht creep. 
By whit; ering Winds. ſoon. lull Aeg. * 
_—_ Cities pleaſe us then, 
And the buſie humm of mem 
Where throngs of 12 ts and Barons hols 
In weeds of Peace high triumphs hold 
VWoith ſtore of Ladies, — bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the priſe 
Of Wit, or Arms, while both contend. 
To win her Grace, whom all rape 
There let Hymen oft 5 — n 
- In Saffron robe, with Taper clear, y 
And pomp, and feaſt — revelry, 
With mask, and ue Pageantry, 
Such ſights as youthful Poets dream 
On Summer eeves by . haunted ſtream, 
Then to the well-trod ſtage anon, 
_ If Johnſon's learned Sock be on, 
_  -Or ſweeteſt Shakeſpear, Fancy's childe, 
_ Warble his native wood-notes wilde, 
_ And ever againſt eating Cares, 
f Tap me in ſoft Lydian Aires, 
_ Married to immortal verſe — - 2 
Such as the melting ſoul may pierce 
= In notes, with many a winding bout 
1 Of linked ſweetneſs long drawn out, 
With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice through mazes running; 
| * Untwiſting all the chains that ty 
4 The hidden ſoul of harmony. 
_ That Orpheus ſelf may heave his bead 
From golden ſlumber on a bed 
f Of heapt Elyſian flowers, and her 
Such ſtreins as would have won the ent a 
Of Pluto, to have quite ſet free . 
His half. regain'd Eurydicee. 
Theſe deli W if thou canſt Mane 
Mirth, wi thee J mean $0 live, . 
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By "Mr. Milton. bh 


FTJENCE yain deludi joyes, | 
Il The brood of bing without father bred, | 

How little you beſted, 

Or fill the fixed mind with all your ropes; 
Dwell in ſome idle brain, 

And fancies fond with gaudy ſhapes poſſeſs, 
s thick and numberleſs 

As the gay motes that people the Sun Beams, 
Or likeſt 2 dreams 

The fickle Penſioners of Morpheus train. 

But hail thou Goddeſs, ſage and holy, 

ail divineſt Melancholy, 

hoſe faintly Viſage is too bright 

o hit the Senſe of human light; 

nd therefore to our weaker. view, ert 
D'er-laid with black ſtaid Wiſdom's b. 

Black, but ſuch as in eſteem, * 

prince Memnon's ſiſter might beſeem, 
Or that ſtarr'd Ethiope Queen that ſtrove 
To ſet her beauty's praiſe above 9 
Che Sea Nymphs, and their powers offended. - 
Let thou art higher far-deſcended, . 
The bright-hair d Veſta long of ore. 
To lolitary Saturn bore; 

is daughter ſhe (in Saturn's raign 

zuch mixture was not held a ſtain) | 
Dft in glimmering Bowers, and glades 

e met her, and in ſecret ſhades 
Df woody 1da's inmoſt grove,” 
WV hile yet there was no fear of Jove. 5 
— 8 71 Nun, deyout and pure, 
over, ſtedfaſt, and demure, 


- 
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All in a robe of darkeſt grain, 

Flowing with majeſtick or" ei bits a+, 
AndAable ſtole of n | 

 O'er thy decent ſho 

Come, — keep thy wonted — | 
With eev'n 2715 and muſing gate, 
And looks commercing wack e skies, 
Thy rapt ſoul fitting in thing eyes: 
There held in holy paſſion ſtillil, 
Forget thy ſelf to Marble, till = 
With a fad leaden downward eaſt; 
Thou fix them on the earth as faſt; + 
And join with ther calm Peace; and . 
Spare Faſt, that oft with Gods a, — | 
And hears the Muſes in a ring, Were 
Ay round about Jove's Altar ſi hog, 
And add te thele retired Leiſure, 
That in trim Gardens takes his res 
But firſt and chiefeſt, with thee bring, 
Him that yon ſoars" on golden wing, 


8 the fiery-wheeled throne, * 


The Cherub Conterplyripe, FA 
And the mute Silence liſt along. 
'Leſs Philomel will daign a Song, 
In her ſweeteſt, ſaddeſt plight, 
Smoothing the rugged brow of night, 
While Cynthia checks her Dragon- yoke, 
Gently o'er th'accuſtom'd Oke ; 
Sweet Bird that ſhunn'ſt the noiſe of folly, 
Moſt muſical, moſt melancholy! ? 
Thee Chauntreſs oft, the Woods among, 
I woo to hear thy 'eeyen-Song; _ 
And miſſing thee, I walk unſeen _- 
On the dry ſmooth-ſhaven Green, 
To behold the Wandring Moon 
& - Riding near her higheſt noon, 
5 9 one that had been led aſtray | 
Th al, the Heaven's wide erg way; 
And oft, as if her head ſhe bow'd, . 
 Stooping Ow a * Cloud. 
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. the far- off Garen ſound, | 
Over ſome wide-Water'd ſhoaar, © 
Swinging flow with ſullen roar; * © 

Or if the Ayr will not permit, 

Some ſtill removed place will fit, 

Where glowing Embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom, 

Far from all reſort of mirth, 5 

Save the Cricket on the hearth, 

Or the Belman's droufie Charm, N 
To bleſs the dores from nightly hamm 
Or let my Lamp at Midnight-hourt 
Be ſeen in ſome high lonely Tow'r, _ 
Where I may oft out-watch the Bear, 

With thrice great Hermes, or unſphear 

The ſpirit of Plazo to unfold | 
What Worlds, or what vaſt Regions hold 
The immortal Mind that hath forſook 

Her manſion in this fleſhly nook: 

And of thoſe Demons that are found 

In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 

Whoſe Power hath a true confent 

With Planet, or with Element. 

Sometime let Gorgeous Tragedy 

In Scepter'd' Pall come ſweeping by, 
Preſenting Thebes, or Pelops Line, _ 

Dr the tale of Troy Divine. 

Or what (though rare) of later age 

Ennobled hath the Buskin'd ſtage. | 
But, O fad Virgin, that thy Power 
light raiſe Muſens from his Bower, 

Or bid the Soul of Orpheus ſing 

Such Notes as warbled to the ſtring, 

Drew Iron Tears down Pluto's cheek, | 
ind made Hell grant what Love did ſeek. 


Or call up him that left half told 
he wy of er. bold, 
Of Camball, and o 


Algarſife, 755 
ind who had Canace to wi a 


While rocking Winds are piping lon,” 
When the gull -hath blown his fill, 


That-own'd the virtuous Ring and. 
And of the wond'rous Horſe of Braſ 
On which the Tartar Kin wa [es 
And if ought elſe, great ards 

In ſage . ſolemn tunes have 105 
Of Turneys and of Trophies ane *#21 
Of Foreſts, And. Inchantments drear, 
Where more is meant than meets the Far. 
Thus night oft ſee me in thi y pale © cater, 
Till civil-ſuited Morn ape, 5 

Not trickt and frounc't as ſhe Was kane 
With the Attick Boy to hunt, 
But-Cherchef't in a comly Cloud, 


Or uſher'd wal a ſhower fill, 
Ending on the ruſsling Leaves, 
With minute drops from off the Faves, 
And when the Sün begins to fling - 


His flaring beams, me Goddeſs 15 "AE 
| To arched walks, of twilight en, 1 


And ſhadows brown that . loves 
Ot Pine, or monumental Gake, 


Whe-e the rude Ax with heaved fake” 182 


Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt, 
Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt. 
There in cloſe covert by ſome Brook, 
Where no profaner Eye may E 
Hide me from Day's ariſh eye, - 
While the Bee with Honied 90 0 
That at her flowry work. doth ing 
And the Waters e. | 
With ſuch conſort as they eep, | 
Entice the dewy-feather* sleep; 
And let ſome ſtrange myſterious We 
Wave at his Wings in Airy en. 55¹ 
Of lively portraitüre dilplay'd, | 
Softly on my Eye-lids laid. 

And as I wake, ſweet Muſt W 


'S; 


Aboye, about, or underneath, 


oo 


Fi 
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Or; 1: 


31 
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Sent by ſome 8 to mortals 
Or th' unſeen? Genius of the Wood. | 
But let my due feet never fail | 
To walk the ſtudious Cloyſters bs {tab der bat 
And love the high embowed — 2 2 £4] 
With antick Pillars maſly 

And ſtoried Windows richly d diy gu, 

Caſting a dimm religious light. | 

There let the pealing Organ blow, | 

To the full-yoic'd. Quire below, 

In Service high, and Anthems clear. 
As may with Sweetne(s, thepaghy- mine Far. 
Diſſolve me intq extaſie, 0) 1 
And bring all Heav'n before mine pres, L060 81 
And may at laſt my weary Age 

Find out the — Hermitage, 

The Hairy Gown and Mofly —— | 
Where I may ſit and . | 
Of every Star that Heav'n . T7 ſhew, 
And every Herb that ſips the dew; 

Till old experience do attain 

To ſomething like Prophetie ſtrain. 4 250 
Theſe Pleaſures, Melancholy, givecg 
And 1 with thee. wil choo e to live,” | 


* — 


y . * 5 * 
— — — 
, TY a. "a 


4 Bai yay gene idle, 


By Sir Bn SUCKLING. 


| Tell thee, Dick, bez 2 been, 
Where 1 the rareſt Things have ſeen: 
Oh Things without compare: 12 


Such sichts again cannot be found 
In any Place of Engliſh Cround; 
0 Je it at Wake, or Fair, 


Sell 


H 2 


Where we (thou know 
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At Charing-Croſs, hard by the Way 
t) 


do ſell our Hay, 
. There is a Houſe with Stairs; 
And there did I fee coming down 
Such Folks as are not in our Town, 
Vorty at leaſt, in Pairs. 
Amongſt the reſt, one Peſt'lent fine, - 
(His Beard no bigger tho” than thine) 
Walk'd on before the reſt : 
Our Landlord looks like nothing to him: 
The King (God bleſs him) *rwould undo him, 
Should he go ſtill ſo dreſt, 
At Courſe a-Park, without all doubt, 
He ſhould have firſt been taken out 
By all che Maids i th Town: 
Though luſty Roger there had been, 
Or little George upon the Green, 
Or Vincent of the Crown. 
But wot you what? The Vouth was going 
To make an end of all his Wooing ; 
The Parſon for him ſtaid: 
Yet by his Leave, for all his hafte, | 


He did not ſo much wiſh all paſt 5 


(Perchance) as did the Maid. 
The Maid and thereby m_ a Tale 
Rle yp 


For ſuch a Maid no Whitſon- 

| Could ever yet produce-: 
No Grape that's kind! ripe, could be 
So round, ſo plump, fo ſoft as ſhe, 

5 Nor half ſo full of Juice. 
Her Finger was ſo ſmall, the Ring 
Would not ſtay on which they did bring, 

RE. It was too wide a Peck: 
And to 8 truth (for out it muſt) 
It look'd like the great Collar (juſt) 


Her Feet beneath her ;/ Petticoat, 
Like little Mice ſtole in and out, 
As if they fear'd the Light : 


About our young .Colt's Neck. 
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But oh ! ſhe dances ſuch a way! + 
No Sun upon an Eafter-Day, cl 
Is half ſo fine a Sight. 5 
He would have kiſs'd her once or twice, 
But ſhe would not, ſhe was ſo nice, 
She would not do't in Sight; 
And then ſhe look'd as who ſhould ſay 
I will do what I lift to Day; en 
| And you ſhall do't at Night. 
Her Cheeks ſo rare a white was on; 
No Dazy makes Compariſon, | 
(Who fees them is undone) 
For Streaks of red were mingled there, 
Such as are on a Katherine Pear, 
The Side that's next the Sun. 
Her Lips were red, and one was thin 
Compar'd to that was next her Chin, 
| Some Bee had it newly. 
But (Dick) her Eyes ſo guard her Face, 
I durſt no more upon them gaze, = 
| Than on the Sun in Jag. 
Her Mouth fo ſmall when ſhe does ſpeakk, 
Thou'dft ſwear her Teeth her Words did break, 
That they might Paſſage get, 
But ſhe ſo handled ftill the Matter, | 
They came as good as ours, or better, 
: And are not ſpent a whit, 
If wiſhing ſhould be any Sin, in 2857; 
The Parſon himſelf had guilty been, = 
She look'd that Day ſo purely: 
And did the Youth ſo oft the Feat | 
At Night, as Come did in Conceit, 
It would have ſpoil'd him, ſurely. 
Paſſion o' me! how 1 run on! 
There's that that wou'd be thought upon, 
I trow; beſides the Bride, 
The Bus'neſs of the Kitchin's great, 
For it is fit that Men ſhould eat; 
Nor was it there deny'd, 


u H 3 Juſt - 


» T * 

- * 

1 - 41 
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Tuſt in the nick the Cook knock d thrice, 
And all the Waiters in a-trice |... ; 
His Summons did obey. 
Each Serving-Man with. Diſh in Hand, 
March'd bol ly up, like our train'd Band, 
Preſented and away. 
When all the Meat was on the Table, 
What Man of Knife, or Teeth, was able 
Io ſtay to de intreated ? 
And this the very Reaſon was, 
Before the Parſon could ſay Grace, 
The Company was ſeated. 
Now Hats fly off, and Youths carouſe;, 
Healths ft gO round, and then the Houſe, 


The Bride's came thick and thick; 


And OM wig etwas nam'd another's Health, 
Perhaps he made it her's by ſtealth, _ 
| And who could help it Dick? | 
O' the ſudden up they riſe and dane; 
Then ſit again, and ſigh and glance: 
Then dance again and kils, 
Thus ſev'ral Ways the time did paſs; | 
Whilſt ev'ry Woman wiſh'd her Place, * 
And ev'ry Man wiſh'd his. 
By this time all were ſtoln aſide 184. 51 
To countel and undreſs the Bride: 
But that he muſt not know: 


But yet was thought be gueſt: her Mind, 


And os” not mean 0 84% behind 
? Above an Hour or fo, 
When in 7 6 came: ( Dict) chere ſhe lay, 
Like na n, Snow melting a-wyy, 
+... *Twas time, I wow, to pare. 
Kiſſes were now the only ſtay, | 
Which ſoon the: gave, as who would fay,”: 
| „ Good bw'y; with all my Heart, 
But juſt as Heav'n' would have te croſs it, 
In came 125 i with the Poſſet: 
The Bridegroom cat in ſpight; 


= AC 
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For had he left the Women to't, 
It wou'd have cot rwo Hours to dot, 
Which were too much that Night, 
At — — _ < we — 
All that the not done, | 
F What that oy toys can tell! 
But I believe it was no more 
Than thou and I have done before | 
* = Bridget and with Nell, 


ryt 
% 
x 
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The "Ne" cmplanine — the Death 
her Faun. te 


By Axpzay Man „rar, Ela; 
HE wanton rect, ridin , ? 


Ungentle men! The cannot — wil ut 1 917 

That kill'd thee, Thou ne er didſt alive a; 5155 

Them any harm: Alas nor could 1 + | 

Thy Death yet do them any good. | 7 4 

I'm ſure 1 never witht them illy 0 | 

Nor do 1 for all this; nor Willi | 

But, if my ſimple Pray'rs.may Nauk. 1 A 

Prevail with Heaven to forget 219 r 31 

Thy murder, I will join ears 

Rather than fail. But, O my: _ } 01 ot ; 

It cannot die ſb. Heayen's King id br | 

Ly regiſter of every thing: an YA 

nothing may we uſe in vain, 

Ey'n Beaſts muſt be with juſtice {lain} 
Unconſtant Sylvio, When pet 

I had not found him — 16, ld, l u 

One Morning (I remember well) T nan bi: 1 

Ty'd in this see Obaizrand Bel, 5,7 of PETS Wh | 

Gave it to met "dy and Þ know 

What he ſaid then y I'm (ure 1 de. ti en don bids 

N H 4 Said 


$ 
—— 
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| Said he, look how your Huntſman here 

| Hath taught a Fawn to hunt his Dear. 

| Rut Sylvio ſoon had me beguil'd. | 
41/8 This waxed tame, while he grew wild. 
I And, quite regardleſs of my Smart. 
i Left me his Fawn, but took his Heart. 

- Thenceforth 1 ſet my ſelf to play 


My ſolitary time away, 
With this: and very well content, 
Could ſo mine idle Life have ſpent, 
For it was full of ſport; and light 
Of foot, and heart; and did invite 
Me to its game: it ſeem'd to bleſs. 
1 Its ſelf in me. How could I leſs 
F Than love it? O I cannot be 
4 Unkind t a Beaſt that loyeth me. 

| Had it liv'd long, I do not know 
Wil Whether it too might have done ſo 
A As Sylvie did, his Gifts might be 
WINE Perhaps as falſe, or more than gʒRe. 
| But I am ſure, for ought that! 
7 Could in ſo ſhort a time eſpy. 
Thy Love was far more better than 5 
The Love of falſe and cruel Man. 

With ſweeteſt milk, and ſugary, firſt 

I it at mine own fingers nurſt. 

And as it grew, ſo every day Mei v. 
It wax'd more white and ſweet than they. 
It had ſo ſweet a Breath! and oft 

I bluſht to ſee its foot more ſoft, _ 

And white, ſhall I fay than my hand? 

NAY any Lady's of the Land. "3 

It is a wond'rous thing, how fleet 

"Twas on thoſe little ſilver feet, 

With what a pretty skipping grace, 

It oft would challenge me the Race: 

And when 'thad left me far away, 
'Twould ſtay, and run again, and Ray. 

For it was nimbler much than Hinds z 

And trod, as if on the four Winds. 
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1 have a Garden of my own, | 
But ſo with Roſes overgrown, - 
And Lillies, that you would it gueſs >... 
To be a little Wilderneſs. ela eh 
And all the Spring-time of the year 
It only b to be there. „e 
Among the beds of Lillies I þ 
Have ſought it oft, where it ſhould lye : 
Yet could not, till it ſelf would riſe, 
Find it, although before mine Eyes, 
For, in the flaxen Lillies ſhade, 
It like a bank of Lillies laid, 
Upon the Roſes it would feed, 
Untill its Lips ev'n ſeem'd to bleed: 
And then to me *twould boldly trip, 
And print thoſe Roſes on_my Lip. 
But all its chief delight was ſtill 
On Roſes thus its Fit to fill: 
And its pure virgin Limbs to fold 
In whiteſt ſheets of Lillies cold. 
Had it liv'd long, it would have been 
Lillies without, Roſes within. 
O help! O help! I ſee it faint: 
And die as calmly as a Saint. 
See now it weeps. The Tears do come 
Sad, ſlowly dropping like a Gumme. 
So weeps the W Balſome: ſo 
The holy Frankincenſe doth flow. 
The Brotherleſs Heliades 
Melt in ſuch Amber Tears as theſe.. 
I in a golden Vial will 
Keep theſe two cryſtal Tears; and fill 
It 'till it do o'erflow with mine; 
Then place it in Diana's Shrine. 
Now my ſweet Fawn is vaniſh'd to- 
Whither the Swans and Turtles go: 
In fair Flyzium to endure, 
With milk-white Lambs, and Ermins pure. 
O do not run too faſt: for 1 | 
Mil but beſpeak thy —_ and die, 
| A $ 


. 
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* Firſt my unhappy Statue mall D 
Be cut in Marble; and Wiec hal. 
Let it be weeping too: 8 11. l. 
Th' Engraver ſure his Art may ſpare; TIED 

For I ſo truly thee bemoan, 16 23019 30 

That I ſhall weep though 1 be Stone e 

Untill my Tears, "gill dropping; Wear 

" Breaſt, abs —— — 1070 
ere at my Feet ſhalt thou be oo | 

4 pureſt Alabaſter made: 

For 1 would have thine Image be $6445 

White as. I can, ee not as Thee. - 3 1 


——— © 
YOUNG LOVE 


By A= MIA zs, E. 


1 7 - * 5 455 ©] (3.4 34h 15 


Ome little Mint, Love me now, 
While thine unſiſpected years | 
Clear thine aged Father's þrow | 
From cold J ealouſie and Fears. 
TIL. 05 
Pretty ſurely rwefe to ſee 2 
By young Love old Time begWha: I 
While our Sportings are as free X 
As the Nurſe's with the \ ' 
* 11 Lig 
Common Beauties ſtay fiſteen; 
Such as yours ſhould (wifter move; 
Whoſe ſai Bloſſoms are too green 
Vet for Luſt, but not for . 


Love as much he 221 Lahe. fey | 
Or the wanton Kiq, does Prize, mo EO. 

As the luſty Bull or am, 151 rr 8 
For his morning ae n 


N 
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? £:4:521 v7 us!, | 
Now then love me: time may take 
Theſe before thy time away, 25 
Of this Need we'll Virtue make, 
And learn Love — we may. | 
I. | 
zo we win of doubtful Fate; 
And, if - Good ſhe to us meant, 
We that Good ſhall antedate, - 
Or; T UM, that II in ee 121 
11 


Thus as Kin | | 
Other Titles * 8 Crown, — 
In the cradle crown their King, 
So all Foreign Claims to drown : 
VIII. 
So, to make all Rivals van, 
Now 1 crown thee with my Love: 
Crown me with thy Love again, 
And we both ſhall — prove. 


EY: C1D A S. 


I this Monody * A kris 4 N Tviend, 
unfortunately frowned in his 2 from Cheſter 
on the Iriſn Seas, 1637. And by occaſion foreteis 
the Ruint "20 our "corrupted Clergy then in A 
* * 5 : 
wy Mr. MILTON. x 
ET « once aire; O ye Lavrels; 2 once more 
Ye Myrtles brown, with Ivy. 6ver-ſear, 
I come to pluck your Berries rare and erude, 
And with forced fla ers rale i nee 
Shatter your leaves 12 the mellow-ing year. 
Bitter: 9 and fad: occaſion dear, 5 2 
M- 
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Compels me to diſturb your Seaſon due: 

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime, 
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer: 
Who could not ſing for-Lycidas ?: he knew 
Himſelf to ſing, and build the lofty rhyme. 
He muſt not flote upon bis watry = 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 
Without the meed of ſome melodious tear. 

. Begin then, Siſters of the ſacred well. 
That from beneath the ſeat of Jove doth ſpring, 
Begin, and ſomewhat loudly ſweep tbe ſtring, 


Hence with denial vain, and coy excuſe, _ 


So may ſome gentle Muſe 5 

With lucky words favour my deſtin'd Urn, 
Ard as he paſſes turn, 1) Aan 
And bid fair peace be to my ſable ſhrowd. 

For we were nurſt upon the- ſelf-fame hill, 
Fed the ſame flock, by fountain, ſhade, and rill. 
Together both, ere the high Lawns appear'd 

Under the opening Eye-lids of the morn, _., 


| We drove a-field, and both together heard 


What time the Gray-fly winds. her ſultry horn, 


| Batt'ning our Flocks with the freſh dews of Night, 


Oft till the Star that roſe; at Ey'ning, bright 
Toward Heav'ns deſcent had ſtop'd his weſtering wheel. 


Mean- while the Rural Ditties were not mute, 
Temper'd to th' Oaten Flute 


Rough Satyrs danc'd, and Fauns with clov'n heel, 
From the glad ſound would not be abſent long, 
And old Damætas lov'd to hear our Song. 

But O the heavy change, now thou art gon, 
Now thou art gon, and never muſt return! 
Thee Shepherd, thee the Woods, and deſert Caves, 
With wilde Thyme and the gadding Vine o'ergrown, 
And all their Echoes-mourn, © TAP 
The Willows, and the Hazle Copſes green, 

Shall now no more be ſeen, 
Fanning their joyous Leaves to thy ſoft layes. 


As killing as the Canker to the Roſe, 


Or Taint- worm to the weanling Herds that graze, 
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Or Froſt: to Flowers, that their gay wardrop wear, 
When firſt the White-tharn blows ; 1c, 
Such, Lycidas, thy loſs to Shepherds ear. A 
Where were ye Nymphs when the remorſeleſs deep 
Clos'd- o'er: the Head of your loy'd: Lytidas ? 
For neither were ye playing' on the ſteep, 
Where your old Bards, the famous Druids Tye, 
Nor on the ſhaggy top of Mona high 
Nor yet where Deva ſpreads her wiſard ſtream 
Ay me, I fondly dream nn 
Had ye been there for what could that have done? 
What could the Muſe her ſelf that Orpheus bore, 
The Muſe her ſelf,” for her inchanting Son | 
Whom Univerſal nature did lament, me 
When by the rout that made the hideous roar, 
His goary Viſage down the Stream was ſent, 
Down the ſwift Hebrus, to the Lethian Shore. 
To tend the homely lighted. Shepherds trade 
And ſtrictly meditate the thankleſs Muſe? 
Were it not better done, as others uſe, 
To ſport with Amaryllis in the ſhade, 
Or with the tangles of Neara's Hair? 
Fame is the Spur that the elear ſpirit doth raiſe 
(That laſt infirmity of Noble Mind) 1 
To ſcorn delights, and liye laborious: days; 
But the fair Guerdon when we hope to find; | 
And think to burſt out into ſudden blaze, 
Comes the blind Fury with th” abhorred ſhears, » 
And ſlits the thin-ſpun Life. But not the Praiſe, » 
Phubus reply'd,- and touch'd my trembling Ears; 
Fame is no Plant that grows on mortal Soil, 
or in the — Oil | 
Set off to th' world, nor in broad rumour lies, Y 
ut lives and ſpreds aloft by thoſe pure eyes, 
ind perfect witneſs, of all-judging: Fove ; - - 
\s he pronounges laſtly. on each deed, 
Of ſo much Fame l Heav'n expect thy meed. 
O Fountain Arethuſe, and thou honour'd floud, 
pmooth-ſliding Mingus, crown'd with vocal _—_ 1 
at 
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That ſtrain I heard was of a . ro 
But now my Oate proceeds, Ss 
And liſtens to che Herald of the Sean Pai 
Thäbt care in Neptums's Pl But 
He ask'd the Waves, and as he felon Winds, |) Sta 
What hard miſhap bath — gs this gentle twain? 1 
And queſtion'd — — wings Th 
That blows from off each — — An 
They knew not of his ſrory ;; Th 
And ſage Hippotades their anfwer bringe, - | Ye 
That ndt fa blaſt Was- from luis dungeon ſtray'd, | Of 
The Air was calm, and on the 1 22115 : i On 
Sleek Panope with all her ſifters. fed. | Th 
It was that fatal and perfidious Bark Th 
Built in th' Eclipſe, and rigg'd with 8 dark, An 
That ſunk To lo that ſacred Head of thine: Bri 
Next Cams, reverend Sire, wont footing Now,” Th 
His Mantle. _ and his Bonnet ſedge, Th 
Inwrought with s dim, and on the edge Th 
Like to that Mower inſcrib'd with woe. Th 
Ah! Who hath feft (quoth he) 1 . Tledge! W. 
Laſt came, and ſaſt did go, 5 An 
The Pilot of the Galilean lake, Bid 
Two _— Keyes he bore of metals ewain, An 
(The Golden opes, che Iron ſhuts umain) To 
He ſhook his Miter'd locks, and ſtern belÞake, / Fo! 
How well could I have ſpar'd for thee, Fong ſwain A Le 
Enow of ſuch as for their bellies ſake © hy 
Creep.and'intrade, and elimb into the fold? W. 
Of other Gare they litfle reck'ning make; W 
Than how to ſbramble at the ſhearers Feaſt, W 
And ſhoye away the worthy bidden gueſt. [hol Vi 
Blind mouthes! that ſcarce themſelves know how to Or 
A Shegpihook,-tor have learmd ought elſe rhe leaſt Sle 
That to. hes faithful 'Hordfnan's Art belongs W 
W hat recks it them? W hat need they 4.5 They: ire: ſpech Lo 
And when they liſt, their dean "WY Songs Lo 
Grate 6n"theiv' . 2 9 d ſtraw, An 


The hungty Sh up, and are not fed, . 
Bur fuld ft ied} Na miſt they 0 7 
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Rot inwardly, and foul contagion {pread'; | ! 
Beſides what the grim Wolf with privy,pay 
Daily devours apace, and nothing fed : us 3; Pet! 
But that two-handed engine at the door, 
Stands ready to mite once, and {mite no more. 
Return Alphews, the dread Voice is paſt, 
That ſhrunk thy ſtreams; Return Sicilian Mule, 
And call che Vales, and bid them qither caſt 
Their Bells ,apd-Flonxets of a thouſand huer. 
Ye Valleys low where the milde whiſpers uſe; ' /. 
Of ſhades and wanton winds, and Faun brooks, 
On whoſe freſh lap the ſwart Star Iparely looks, 
Throw hither all your quaint — Des ß 
That on the green turf ſuck the honied ſhowres. © 
And purple all the Ground with vernal Flowres. 
Bring the rathe Primroſe that forſaken dies, 
The tufted Crow oe, and pale Jeflamine, | 
The white Pink, and the; Panſie freakt with jet, 
The glowing; Violet)!ii 1 tn VE 
The: - — and the well _ N 
With Cowſlips wan that t ive Head, 
And every flower that er * 
Bid Amaranthus all his Beauty ſhed, 3 
And Daffadillies fill their cups with Tears, 
To ſtrew the Laureat Herſe where Lycid lies. 
For ſo to interpoſe a little gaſ egg 
Let our frail Thoughts dally with falſe ſurmiſe. 
Ay me! Whilſt thee the ſhores, and ſounding Seas 
Waſh far away where-e'er thy bones are hurſ'd, 
Whether beyond the ſtormy Hebrides, | 
Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide 
Viſit'ſt the bottom of the monſtrous World; 7 
Or whether thou to our moiſt vows deny'd, 
Sleep'ſt by the fable of Bellerus old, 
Where the great Viſion of the guarded Mount 
Looks toward Namancos and Boyona's hold; 
Look homeward Angel now, and melt with ruth, 
And, O ye Dolphins, waft the hapleſs youth. 
.; 'Webp ho more, woful Shepherds, weep no more, 
For Lycidas your ſorrow is not dead, 


1 
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Sunk though he be beneath the watry floar; 
So ſinks the day- ſtar in the Ocean bed, = 
And yet anon repairs his pie hag, A 
And tricks his beams, and with new-ſpangled Ore t 
Flames in the forehead of the Morning-sky : 


So Lycidas ſunk low, but mounted high, J 
Through the dear might of him that walk'd the waye;; 7 


Where other groves, and other ſtreams along, 
With Nectar pure his oozy Locks he laves, 
And hears the unexpreſſive nuptial Song, 

In the bleſt Kingdoms meek of Joy and Love. 
There entertain him all the Saints above, 
In ſolemn troops, and fweet ſocieties 

That ſing, and ſinging in their Glory move, 
And wipe the Tears for ever from his Eyes. 


Now Lycidas the Shepherds weep no more: Prot 
Henceforth thou art the Genius of the ſhore, Mak 
In thy large recompence, and ſhalt be good 
To all that wander in that perilous flood, Let 
Thus ſang the uncouth Swain to th” Okes and Nil, rhi. 
While the Fi morn went out with Sandals gray, Anc 


He touch'd the tender _ of yarious Quills, 
With eager thought warbling his Dorick lay : 
And now the Sun had ſtretch'd out all the hills, 

And now was dropt into the Weſtern bay ; 
At laſt he roſe, and twitch'd: his Mantle Vue : 
To-morrow to freſh Woods, and Paſtures new. 
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A PANEGYRICK 70 my Lord Pro- 
tector, of the preſent Greatneſs and 
joint Intereſt of his Highneſs and 
this Nation. 


In the Year 1654. 
B Ep 1d b WALLER, EY A 


Hile with a tro „and yet a gentle Hand - 
You bridle Faction, — our Hearts command, 
protect us from our ſelves, and from the Foe, 
Make us unite, and make us conquer too: 


Let partial Spirits ſtill aloud complainn, 
Think themſelves injur'd that they cannot Reign, 
And own no Liberty, but where they may 
Without Controul upon their Fellows prey. 


Above the Waves as Neptune ſhew'd his Face 
To chide the Winds, and fave the Trojan Race; 
So has your Highneſs, rais'd above the reſt, 
Storms of Ambition toſſing us repreſt. 


our drooping Country, torn with Civil Hate, 

Reſtor'd by you, is made a Glorious State, 
he Seat of Empire, where the Iriſh come, 

ind the unwilling Scorch,” to fetch their Doom. 


he Sea's our own, and now all Nations greet, l 
th bending Sails; each Veſſel of our Fleet. | 
our Pow'r extends as far:as: Winds can blow 

Or ſwelling Sails upon the Globe may go. 


rann, that hath plac'd this Iſland to give Law, | 
o ballance Europe, and her States to awe, 


In || 
{| 
| 
1 
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In this Conjtin&tion doth'on Britain Sons ; 
Dy ele db 17 OR 
Whether: this; portion of the Wotld Were rent 
By the tude Ocean from the Continent, 
Or thus created, it was ſurk defign dd 

To be the ſacred Refuge of Mankind.” L 


Hither th' Oppreſſed ſhall henceforth reſort 
Juſtice to crave And Stecour,” at your Court; 
And then your Highneſs, not for our's alone, 
But for the World's: Protector hall be known. 


Fame fwiftei than your winged: Navy flies 
Thro' ev'ry Land that near the Ocean lies, 
Sounding your Name, and telling dreadful. News ' 
To all that Piracy and Napine ule... 


With ſuch a Chief thermeaneſt Nation bleſt, 

nn her Head above the reſt?s 
What may: be thought impoſſible to do 

By us, embraced by the Seas, and you? 


Lords of the World's great Waſte, the Ocean, vi 
Whole Foreſts ſend to —_ upon the Sea, | 
And ey'ry, Coalt may trouble or relieve; © © 
But none can viſit us without your leave. 


Angels and we have this Prerogati ve, 
That none can at our happy Seats i arrive {ie | 
While we deſcend at Pleafure to invade | 
The Bad with Vengeante, and the Good to aid. 


Our little World, che Image of the Great, 
Like that, amidſt the boumdleſs Ocean ſet, 
Of her own Growth: hath all that Nature craves, 
And all that's rare, as Tribute from the Waves. 


As Fgypt does not on the Clouds relies; 
But to the- Nie wes more than to the Sky; 


— 
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do what our Earth and what our Heaw'n denies, 
Our ever-conſtant Friend, the Sea, ſupplies. WO 


The Taſte of hot Arabia's Spice we know, _ 
free from the ſcorching Sun that makes it grow; 
Without the Worm in Perſian Silks we ſhine, 
And without Planting drink of ey'ry Vine. 


To dig for Wealth we weary not our Limbs, 

Gold (tho! the heavieſt! Metal) hither ſwims: - 
Ours is the Harveſt where the Indians mow, 
We plough the Deep; and reap what others ſow. 


Things of che hobleſt kind our dn Seil breeds 
Stout are our Men; and warlike are bur Steeds; © 
Rae {tho' her Eagle thro? the World had flown) 

Cou'd never make this Iſland all her own, - © - - 


Here the Third Edward, and the Black Prince too; 
Frome One Henry floutiſt'd;” and now you; 
For whom we ftaid, as did the Gyetian State 
Till Alexander came to urge their Fate. 


When for more Worlds the Macedonian cry'd, 
He wiſt not Thetys in her Lap did hide 
other yet, a World reſery'd for you, 

To make more grtat than that he did fabdue, 


He ſafely-might old Troops to Battdl lead 
Againſt th' unwarlike Perſian, and the 'Mede; 


More Spoils than Honour tö the Victor yield. 
A Race unconquer'd, by their Clime made bold, 


Whom the- old Rowan Wall ſo ill 'confin'd; 


Whoſe haſty Flight did From a bloodleſs Field 


The Caledonians art with Want and Cold, 
Have, by a'Fate' indulgent to year Fame. 
been from all Apes kept for you to tam. 


Wit ha new Chain of Garriſons you bind: H 
| e 
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Here foreign Gold no more ſhall make them. come, 
Our Engliſh Iron holds them faſt at home. 


They that henceforth muſt be content to know 
No warmer Region than their hills of Snow, 
May blame the Sun, but muſt extol your Grace, 
Which in our Senate hath allow'd them place. 


Perferr'd by Conqueſt, happily o'erthrown, 


Perferr C dhe v 
Falling, they rife to be with us made one : m 7 

| So kind Dictators made, when they came home, he M 
Their vanquiſh'd Foes free Citizens of Rome, ne 


Like Favour find the Iriſh, with like Fate, | MW h 
Advanc'd to be a Portion of our State: = 
While by your Valour, and your bounteous Mind, 
Nations, divided by the Sea, are join'd. 


Holland, to gain your. Friendſhip, is contenc 
To be our Out-guard on the Continent : 
She from her Fellow-Provinces wou'd go, 
Rather than hazard to have you her Foe... 


In our late Fight, when Cannons did diffuſe 


1 ty 
(Preventing Poſts) the. Terror and the News; , 

Our neighbour Princes trembled at their Roar: dazh 
But our Conjunction makes them: tremble more. 0 f 
Your never - failing Sword. made War to ceaſe, till; 
And now you heal us with the Acts of Peace: inds 


Our Minds with Bounty and with Awe engage, ban 
Invite Affection, and reſtrain our Rage. 


Leſs Pleaſure take brave Minds in Battels won, 
Than in reſtoring ſuch as-are undone : 
Tygers have Courage, and the rugged Bear, 
But Man alone can whom he Conquers, ſpare. ut | 


To pardon, willing; and to puniſh, loth; 
You ſtrike with one Hand, but you heal with 155 
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fing up all that proſtrate lye, you grieve 
12 make A dead again to five | 


when Fate or Error had our Age miſ-led, 

Ind o'er this Nation ſuch Confuſion ſpread ; | 

he only Cure which cou'd from Heay'n come down, 
vas ſo much Pow'r and Piety in one. | 


Ie whoſe Extraction's from an ancient Line, 

zires Hope again that well-born Men may ſhine : 
he Meaneſt, in your Nature mild and good; 

Ihe Noble reſt fecured in your Blood. 


dt have we wonder'd, how you hid in Peace 
Mind proportion'd to ſuch things as theſe; 
ow ſuch a ruling Sp'rit you cou'd reſtrain, 

d praftiſe firſt over your ſelf to reign. 


our private Life did a juſt Pattern give | 
ow Fathers, Husbands, Pious Sons fhou'd live; 
orn to Command, your cbr Virtues flept 
ike humble David's while the Flock he kept: 

ut when your troubled Country calPd you forth, 


our flaming Courage, and your matchleſs Worth 
dazling the Eyes of all that did pretend, 


o fierce Contention gave a proſp'rous End. 


till as you riſe, the State, exalted too, 

inds no Diſtemper while 'tis chang'd by ou; 

hang'd like the World's great Scene, when with- 
out Noiſe 


he riſing Sun Night's yulgar Lights deſtroys. 


ad you, ſome Ages paſt, this Race of Glory. ; 

lun, with Amazement we ſhou'd read your Story; 
ut living Virtue, all Atchievements paſt, - 
eets Enyy ſtill to grapple with at laſt. 

th, : 


This 
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This Ceſar found, and that eful Age, 
With loſing him, went back to Blaod and Rage. 
Miſtaken Brutus thought to break their Yoke, 
But cut the Bond of Union with that Stroke. 


That Sun once ſet, a thonſand meaner Stars | 
Gave a dim Light to Violence and Wars, 
To ſuch a Tempeſt as now threatens all, 


Did not your mighty Arm prevent the. Fall. 


If Rome's great Senate cou'd not wield that Sword 
Which of the Conquer'd World had made them Lor 
What Hope had ours, while yet their Pow'r was ney, 
To rule, victorious Armies, but by you? 


You, that had taught them to ſubdue their Foes, 
Cou'd Order teach, and their nigh Sp'rits compoſe: 
To ev'ry Duty cou'd their Minds engage, 
Provoke their Courage, and command their Rage, 


So when a Lion ſhakes his dreadful Mane, 

And angry grows; if he that firſt took pain 
To tame his Youth, approach the haughty Beaſt, 
He bends to him, but frights away the reſt. 


As the vext World, to find Repoſe, at laſt 

It ſelf into Auguſtus” Arms did caſt; 
So England now doth, with like Toil oppreſt, 
Her weary Head ppon your. Boſom reft;. 


Then let the Muſes, with ſuch Notes as theſe, 
Inſtruct us what belongs unto our Peace: 
Your Battels they hereafter ſhall indite, 
And draw the Image of our Mars in Fight; 


Tell of Towns, ſtorm'd, of Armies overcome, 

Of mighty Kingdoms by Jon Conduct won, 
How, while you thunder'd, Clouds of Duſt did cho 
Contending Troops, and Seas lay hid in Smoke. 


| 
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| luſtrious Acts high Raptures do coy 


d ev'ry Conqueror creates a Muſe; 
] ee in Strains . — Deeds * fr 


bo 
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Der Tanga Nations, and the Sea beſi et 
'hile all your Neighbour-Princes unto you, 
Like Joſeph's ee pay. wan and erf 


88 „ * 
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Three Poems: on the Death of the 
late Lord Protector. 8 


ritten by Me. Jobe Dryden; Mr. Sprat of Oxfw, 
| , and Mr. Edam. Walter: K 


N 


w 


: vick Stanza* 5 on "bs lace 2 n Written 
We Funeral, 5 Ar. MOTO A + 


\ ND now. 'tis me; FIT "PR haſte,, - 
Who 90 55 before have born him to the Sky, 
ike eager Romans, ere, all, Rites were: paſt, 
Did let too ſopn the acred, Eagle fly. | 


— 


Tho“ our beſt Ne Treaſon to his Fame, 
Join d with the loud Applauſe, of publick Voice 17 
ince Heaven, what, Praiſe we offer to his Name, 
Hath render'd too i y its choice. 


o' in his Praiſe; no 1 can liberal be 5 
oak 


dd not to his immortal Memory, n 
* an 40 0b Friendſhip to heir own, IV. er 


Since they, whoſe Males have the higheſt dona, 
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| int od clog dvid if. >: 
Yet tis our Duty, and ou Intereſt too,. ö 
Such Monuments as We can chuild,/ to raiſe, _ 
Leſt. all the World prevent what we ſhould do, ] 
And claim a Title in 5 by their Praiſe. 
How ſhall I then begin, or where conclude, 8 
To draw a Fame ſo truly Circular?! 
For in a Round, what order can be ſhew'd, / 
Where all the Parts ſo equal perfect are} 
| J AT a rao cen 
_ His Grandeur he deriv'd from Heaven alone, 1 
For he was great ere Fortune made him ſo; | 
And Wars, like Mifts that riſe+againſt\the Sun, ( 
Made him but greater ſeem, not greater grow, 
„ ieee l 
No borrow'd Bays his 3 did adorn, J 
ZBut to our Crow he did freſh Jewels bring; ; 
Nor was his Virtue poiſon'd ſoon as born, b; 
With the too early n of being King. 
Fortune (that eaſie Miſtreſs to the young, P 
But to her ancient Servants coy and hard) ; 
Him at that Age her Favourites ranks among, B 
When ſhe her beſt-loy — Pompey did diſcard. 
5 . d 2 n 1 — 0 "= p 3 5 
He private mark'd the Fault of others Sway, H 
And ſet as Sea:marks for himfelf to ſhun ; 
Not like raſh Monarchs, who their Youth betray * Yi 
By Acts, their Age too late would wiſh undone, 
Andyet Dominion was not his Deſign,, N. 
We owe that Bleſſing not to him, but Heaven, 
Which to fair Acts unſought Rewards did join; Ne 
Rewards that leſs to him than us were given. | 


Our former Chiefs, like Sticklers of the War, r 
Firſt fought t'inflame the Parties, then to poiſe: 

The Quarrel loy'd, but did the Cauſe abhor; 

And did not ſtrike to hurt, but made a noiſe. xi 


_ 
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War, our Conſumption was their aainnful: Trade; 
le inward bled, whill they prolong'd our Pain; 


He fought to binder wanting, and aſlay'd 11 
To Had the Blo ü in 73 the Vein, 


Swift and reſiſtleſs through the Land he paſt; ge? 
Like that bold Greet, who did the Eaſt ſubdue, 
And made to Battels ſucl#Heroick eee 2 

As if on Wings of 1 he flew... 18. 


He fought ſecure of Fortune as bes 8 2 T 
Still by new M _ the Iſland: might be ſhewn,. - 
Of Conq hr which he ſtrew?'d Wee, he came, 

Thick as the Galaxy _ Stars is ſown. i 


His Palms, tho? under weights they: did not ftand, 

: Still thriv'd, no Winter could his Laurels fades 

Heaven in its Protraict ſnewd a Workman's hand, . 
And drew it perfect, oy et. without a made. 


2". 4 


* 


Peace was thi pri nice of all-its toil;and care: iy - 
Which War: had baniſh'd, and did now reſtore, | | 
Bolognia's Walls thus: mounted in the Air, | 
To ſeat themſeſxes —_ ** than before. = 
Y Her gate reſeutdjeland 20 bim es e e | 
And: treach'rous Scotland to no int'reſt true, 
Yet bleſs'd that Fate which did his Arms diſpoſe - A | 
Her.Land 10 civilize, as to ſubdue. 2/7 11 | 
XVIII. 3 
Nor was he like "thoſe Stars which only” ſhine, -  - /+ 4 
When to pale Mariners they Storms — 1 2 - 
Ve had his calmer Influence, and his Wen 14. | 
Did Love and Majeſty! e blend. | 


1 


To 


Tis true, his Countenance did imprint an Ae A 
And naturally all Souls to his did bow, 1 
As Wands of Divination downward draw, | 
And paint das ous where So aignGoh « es 
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LE 


When paſt all offerings: to Eeretrian Joue, f 
. He Mars depos d, and Arms to; Gowns: made yield; 


Succeſsful Councils did him ſoon approve, 
As fit for cloſe Intrigues as open Field. 
: "i 


.XX1. 

To ſuppliant Holland he vouchſaf'd a Peace, 
Qur once bold Rival of the Britiſn Main, 
Now tamely glad her unjuſt claim to ceaſe, 

And buy our W a Idol, Gain. 
Fame of the aſſerted dea through Barone blown, 
© Made France and Spain ambitious of his Love; 

Lach knew that fide muſt conquer he would own; | 
And for. him fiercely, 2 * Empire, ſtrove. 
| 5 I. 


No ſooner was the Frenchman's Cauſe. embrac'd, 
Than the light Monſiexr: the yore Don outweigh'd; 
His Fortune turn'd the Scale where it was. caſt, 
"Tho' Indian Mines were in the other laid. 8 
n r 
When abſent, yet we conquer d in his Rights _ 
For tho? . b Artiſt's Sail wee ſhowy 8 
In mingling Colours, or in placing; Light; 


Yet ill the fair De TOS ans ; 
For from all Tempers he could Service draw; 

The worth of each with its Allay he knew; , 
And; as the Confident of Nature, ſaw. 

How ſhe n divide and brew. 1 

| ' . XXV1T. | | 

Or he their ſingle Virtues did ſurvey, | 

By: intuition in his own large Breaſt, J 
Where all the rich Ideas of them lay, | 5 

That were the Rule and Meaſuxe to the reſt. 

| = © -\' © | | | 

When fiich Heroick Virtue: Heaven ſet) out, 5 

The Stars, like Commons, ſullenly obey; 
Becauſe it drains them when it comes about, | A 


* 
' 
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And therefore is a Tax they ſeldom pay. 
l | L 2 : Vu. From 


bas aide oft - 8 | 
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* XXVIII. 1 ** 
from this high Spring our Foreign Conqueſts flow, 
Which yet more glorious Triumphe do portend; 
Since their TONNE his Arms "1, owe, 
If Springs as high as Fountains may aſeend. 
e ee 
He made us Free- men of the Continent, nel 
Whom Nature did like Captives treat before; 
To nobler roy (ig Engliſu Lyon ſent, 3 
And taught him firſt in Belgian Walks to roar.” 
2 XXX. 
That ol& unqueſtion'd Pirate of the Land. 
Proud Rome, With dread the Fate of Dunkirk heard; 
And trembling wiſh'd behind more Alps to ſtand, 
Altho” an Alexander were ber Guard. 


> XXXI. 
By his Command, we boldly croſs'd the Line, 
And bravely fought where Southern Stars ariſe, | 
We trac'd the far-feteh'd Gold unto the Mine; 
And that which no our Fathers. made our Prize, | 
a - | XXII. 5 | 
Such was our Prince, yet own'd a Soul above , | 
The higheſt Acts it could produce to ſhow * | 
Thus poor Mechanick Arts in publick move, — | 


if 


% 


il 


Whilſt the deep Secrets beyond practice go. f 
pi IRE XXXIII. | hs \ 
Nor dy'd he when his ebbing Fame went leſs, 
But when freſh Lauvels courted him to live; 
He ſeem'd but to prevent ſome new Succeſs, | 
As if above What Triumphs Earth can. give. | 
| XXMEV.:: | | 
His lateſt: Victories ſtill thickeſt came, | 
As near the Center, Motion doth increaſe , 
Till he, preſs'd down by. his own weighty Name, 
Did, like the Veſtal, under Spoils deceaſe. 
5 | XXXV. (ke * 
But firſt the Ocean as a Tribute ſent 
That Giant Prince of all her watry Herd; 
And th' Iſle, when her protecting Genius went, 
conſerr'd. 


From Upon his. Obſequies loud Sighs 


I 2 XXXVI. Na 


— 


3 | 
No civil Broils have ſince his Death aroſe, 
But Faction now by habit does obeß ;,; 


And Wars have that reſpect for his Repoſe, 
As Winds for Halcyons, when they breed at Sea, 
* BY cwaeoacll 
His Aſhes in a peaceful Urn ſhall reſt, 
His Name a great Example ſtands, to ſhow 
' How ſtrangely high Endeavours may be bleſt, 


Where Piety and Valour jointly 8 
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To the Reverend Dr. Wilkins, Warden of 
MWadbam College in Oxford. 


Eeing you are pleaſed te think fit that theſe Paper 

8 ſhould come 2 Publick, which — at 7 
deſign'd to live only in a Desk, or ſome private Friend. 
bands; I humbly tale the boldneſs to commit them to th 
Security "which your Name and Protection will giu 
them with the moſt knowing Part of the World. There an 
zb things eſpecially in which they ſtand in need of you 
Defence: One is, That "they fall ſo infinitely below th 
full and lofty Genius of that excellent Poet, who matt 
this way of writing free of our Nation: The other, That 
they art ſo-little proportioned and equal to the Renown 
that Prince, on whom they were written, Such grit 
Actions and Eves deſerving rather to be the Subjett: i 
the nobleſt Pens and drvine Fancies, than of ſuch ſmall J. 
ginners and weak Eſſayers in Poetry as my ſelf. Again) 

| theſe dangerous ry udices,' thire remains no other Shitlh 
than the univerſal Eſteem and Authority which you 
Judgment and Approbation carries with it. The Rig. 
jou have to them, Sir, is not only on the account of th 
Relation you had to this great Perſon, nor of the gener 
favouy which all Art, receive from you; but mii 


pPuarticularly by reaſon of that Obligation and Zeal c 
* * F. 4 jp W 
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which 1 am bound to dedicate my ſelf to your Service : 
For having been a long time the Object of your Care and 
Indulgente towards rhe advantage of my Fs owns | 
Prtune, having been moulded (as it were) b y your own 
Hands, and formed under your Government, not to jn- 
title „e thing which my meanneſs produces, 
— not only be Inſuſtice, but Sacrilege :- So that if 
there be any thing here tolerably ſaid,” uhich Ae 
Pardon, it is yours, Sir, as well as he, who is, 


Your moſt! Deyored, and Obliged Servant, | 


, ew 
»# * F 


f | 8 "al auen tt : 1 83 1 1.500. SPRAT. 
i 1 te 55 * Memory f of the late Lord 
Protector. Tale 

IT I 78 Ids 5 q 7 | 
i n us v . 4 Oxon, 'Pindarick Ode. & * 
rf . 5 yt oi * —_—_ 
4 19 trüe, 41 1 ade thou art ſecure * On "70 
the e ee | 
8 15 From i Fo rgerfulneſs ——_ : | 
an Of Death, or fey, or devouring Age; „ 
* Thou canſt the force and teeth bf Time endure- 


oh Thy Fame, like Men, the Elder it doth grow, 
ad Wil of its ſelf turn whiter too, ; 
hat Without What needleſs Art can do; | | 
vo a Vill-live beyond 5 0 Breath, beyond chy Hearſe, _ 
ot Tho it wee, never heard or ſung in Verſe, K | 


w Without our help, thy Py is ſafe; 
Th They only ly wapt an 1 Pe I : , Z 2 N | 
ind That do remain alon eee 1 
10 Alive in an Inſeripti ann 

yo Nemembred only on the Braſs, or © Marble kose, 

i all in vain what we can do: | 
* All our Roſes and Perfumes 
I Will but officious Folly now, | | 


* And pious. Nothings to ſuch mighty Tombs, 
with All: our Incenfe, Gums, and Balm, _ 
ic ? 13 Are 


* | | * 
\ ; 


N 
3 


174 de Fine r Pager, of 1 
Are but unneceſſary. Duties here: "4 
- The Poets may their Spices ſpare, 

Their coſtly Numbers, and their, tuneful Feet : 

That need nor be ws ;which.of i it ſelf is (weet, 


e know to praiſe thee is. a dang erous proof 
Wed our Obedience and our: —— "Ht rr 
For hen the Sun and Fire meet, 
Ihe one's extinguiſh'd quite; 
And yet the other never is more bright. 
So. they that write of thee, and join 
Their feeble Names with thine; 
Their weakcr Sparks with thy illuſtrious Light, 
Will loſe themſelves in that ambitious thought; 
And yet no Fame to thee: from hence. be Wang 
We 1 bleſs'd Spirit, thy mi e Nam ; 
Wants no addition of another's \ | 
It's for our Pens too high, and full of Theme: 
Tho IRE are made great)by. thee, notthou by them, 
Fame's eternal Lamp will live, 
. 5 thy ſacred Urn ſurvive, 


| Widour he food of Oyl, Which we can give. 


is true; but pet our Duty calls our e 


Duty commands our OPENS : 4 
Tho“ chou want not our raiſes, we 9 
Are not excus'd for What we owe to Ons 
For To Men from Religion are not freed, . 
But from the Altars Clouds muſt riſe, 5 
Tho' Heaven itſelf doth nothing as 
And tho“ the Gods don't want an earthly Sacrifice, 


II. 
Great Life of Wonders. ha each Year 
Full of new Miracles did a 5 
51 


Whoſe every Month m 
Alone u Chronicle, or Aer 


Others great Actions are 

But thinly ſcatter'd, here and — io 

At beſt, Gs all one ſingle Star; 

But thine the Milky-way, on 

a one continued Light, of undiflinguith1d pay; 1. 


4 oy 


- 


4 449 


_— 


Scarce Ay : 

What Thall-1 ſay, or where begin}: 
Thou may mt in deuble Shapes be ſhown, 
Or in thy Arms, or in thy Gown, 


Or in che Field, or on the Throne, 

All that thou didſt was fo xeſin'd, ac 

So full of Subſtaace, and ſo ſtrongly join' d, 

So pure, ſo weighty Doing OI | 

That che leaſt Grain of it, 

If fully {preatliand be. 
Would many Leaves and py; Fpſurere hold, 


Before thy Name was publiſh'd, and Whilſt yet 
Thou only to thy ſelf wer't great, VS; 
Whilſt yet the happy Bull 
Was not quite ſeen or underſtood. 

It then ſure ſigns of future Greatneſs ſhew'd : . 
Then thy Domeſtick Worth 
Did tell the World what it would be, 

When it ſhould fit-occafion ſee, 

When a full Spring ſhould call it forth: 

As Bodies in the Park and Night, 


As in the ppen Day and Light; 
The Sun 400 —— e ie 
* That they are bright, not make them ſo. 
So whilſt but private Walls did know ft 
What we to ſuch a mighty Mind ſhould owe, 
Then the ſame Virtues did appear, 
Tho! in a leſs and more contracted Sphere, 
As full, tho* not as large as ſince they were: 
And like great Rivers, Fountaitis, tho 
At firſt. o deep thou didſt not go: TIF 
Tho' then thine Was not ſo etilarg d a Flood , 
et when twas little, *twas as elear, as goad. 
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throng' d ſo cloſe, that nought elſe could be ſeen, 
hr common: Sky did come between 


Like Jobe, ſometimes wih warlike Thunder, and 
gometimes with peaceful Scepter in his Hand; 


In What thy Head, or What thy Arm hach done, 


Have the ſame Colours, the ſame red and white, 


— 


ve Nee rr Pane of ©” ” 


340 +. 774d ; Vo; BI 1 
Tis true — waſt f not t. born dem Crown, 63. 
Thy Scepter's not 5 Father's, but thy own 4 
Thy Purple was not made at once in haſte, 
But Ef many other Colours paſt, 
It took Keen eng Dye at haft. 
Thou didſt begin with leſſer Cares, 


And private Thoughts took up thy I Years; 


Thoſe Hands, which were ordain' Fates 
To pears the World; and alter Stars, | 
Praftis'd at firſt that vaſt Deſion-/- - | 
On meaner things with equal Mein, HY; 44 
That Soul which ſhould ſo man) Scepters ſway, 
To whom ſo many Kingdoms ſtiould obey, 
Learn'd firſt to rule in a domeſtick way <_' 
So Government it ſelf began | 
| Fay. Family, and ſingle Man, 
Was by the ſma relation firſt. + 
; Of Husband and of Father nurs'd, 
And from thoſe lels beginnings paſt, 
To ſpread it ſelf o'er a the Word a at laſt, 


But —_ thy ny hls almoſt «nthrall'd) 
Virtue and Courage calld; - 

: wks England did 11 en, intreat, 

And 't had Toke Sin in : tha not to be Great: 
When every Stream, and every Flood,” 

Was-a true vein of Earth, and run with Blood; 
When unus'd Arms, and unknown War 
Fill'd every Place, and every Ear; 

When the great Storms and diſmal Night | 

Did all. the Land affri | 


< ht; 1 5 
?Twas time for thee to Po, forth all our Light, \ 


Thou left'ſt thy more Jelichefut: Peace, + 

Thy private Life and better Eaſe; + | 
Then down thy Steel and Armour too, 

1 Wiſhing that it ſtill} hung upon the Hook: 
When Death had got a e dut, | 
TO IN? the Arrows and TO about; 


N 5 3 Then 


7 
* „ 2 


* 
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Then thou (as once the healin Serpent role) 
Waſt lifted up, not for 45 elf, but us. F 
«ILY det 4 en 0 55 
Thy Country wounded was, [cd ſick; veſors. | 
Thy Wars and Arms did her reftore * 
Thou knew'ſt Where the Diſeaſe did . 


And like the Cure of Sympathy, ige | 
The ſtrong and certain Remedy „„ 
Unto the Weapon didſt apply; eee 


Thou didſt not draw the Sword, and o. | 
Away the Scabbard throw, 05 pre” 
As if thy, Country Thow'd: ; F 
Be the Inheritance Sad Mood: r 

But that When tie great Work was ſpun, © 8 
War in it felf ſhould be undone ty 

That Peace might land again upon the Shore, 
Richer and better than before: | 
The Husbandmen no' Steel ſhall know, © 
None but the uſeful Iron of the Pow; 
That Bays might creep on every Spar, . 

And tho our "Sky was overſpread Es 
With a deſtructive Red; 


Twas but till thou our Sun didft in ful erbe, 
„ihne N 1 

When Ajax dy'd, che purple Blood, E299) 0% 

That from his ens Wound had flow'd,” eo r . 
Turn'd into Letter, every JR 1 
Had on ix wrote his E pitaph: 55 l ET... | 

So from that Crimſon Flood, n | | 

„Which thou by Fate of. times wert at” 3 | 
Unwillingly"to ſhed,” TT” | 

Letters, and Learning Toſe, and . 

Thou fought"; out not of En „Hope, or Hate, 
But to refine the Church an State; ee ee 
And like the Rowans, what-e'er hon | 
In the Field of Mars didſt al eh r | 

Was, that à holy Ifland hence might of A 1 * 1 

Thy Wars, as, Riyers raiſed by a hower, . =” " 

Wink welcome Clouds do Naß n _ 


— 


. iy 


F 478 S. Mer Dany: 15 
* . Giſt may ſeem wal 

o car away with.an enraged | 
- Ta 4 not Bs ben , 
Or the better 
But all the Elk and [Mad 2 . 
And leave behind. — 
To give a birth to a med happy 


In Fields unconquer'd and ſo well 
Thou didſt in Battels and in Arms, [70 
That ſteelly Arms themſelves might be 2 
Worn out in War as ſoon as 
Succeſs ſo cloſe upon thy Troo 4d l | 
As if thou firſt hadſt * eur 
As if uncertain Victory 4 wt 7 
Had been firſt overcome by Ns 
As if her Wings were clipt, and Fr not fee, 
Whilſt thou didft only ſerve, . 
Before thou hadſt what firſt thou didſt deſerve. 
Others by thee did . thing $.do,. 
Triumph'd thy ſelf, a 0001, 000 {chem ee 100 
| Tho” they — thee did 1 ee 
As yet in a more large and þ phere: | 
| Thon, the great hg 5 v'& Light yer ber oy 
Thy ſelf an Army _ alone, 5 1 
And mighty Troops 9 in one. | 
Thy only Sword did guard the Te, [oaks 
Like that which flaming in the Ky Hands 


From hes God's 7 5 did de 1 5 7 a 
But yet thy Swor more than his, « 
Not only guarded, ons 7164 this Land a Para 
Thon fought'ſt, not to be High ar Gren, 5 ; 

Nor for a'Secepter or a Cr W n. | 

Or Ermin, Purple, or the Throne; ai f 


But as the Veſtal Heat. 
Thy Fire was, kindled from above alone; . 


— on thy Shield 
os he es Vitro u Bile 
6aY, | t 


11 


Thy 


, 
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Thy Arms, like thoſe which Ancient Heroes wore 
Vere given by. the Org thou didſt adore; 1 
And all the words t W. * — 7 | 3 
Were 1 an Heave * Anvil made jo 
ot Int'reft, or any weak 

of Rule or A did th Mind 
Thy Valour like the Holy Fire, | 
Which did before the Perſian Armies go, 

Liy'd in, the Camp, and yet was ſacred too: 

Thy mighty Sword anticipates, 
What was dsſery d by Heaven and thoſe pleſt Seats, 
And makes the Churc 1 Arg e below. | 


Tho? BL +4 did hang on thy Sword, : 
And did obey thy mighty Word; 

Tho' Fortune, for thy fide and chee, 
Forgot her loy'd Inconſtancy; 

Amidſt thy Arms and Trophies eu | 

Wert valiant-and e too; 5 

Wounded'ſt thy ſelf, when chou didit kill thy foe! 

Like Steel; Ghon ir much work has 0 ' 1x 
That which was rough does ſhine at laſt; '-: | 
Thy Arms by being oftner us'd did nge per grow. 

Nor did thy Battels make thee Proud or High, 

Thy Gonquelt rais'd the State, not Tee: 

: Thou oveream'ſt thy ſelf in every Victor. 
As when the Sun in a directer Line, W. 
Upon a poliſh'd Golden Shield doth ſhine, 

The Shield reflects unto the Sun again his Lights 

So when the Heavens ſmil'd, 0n..thee in Fight; 14555 
When thy pro pitious God had lent in oe K 
Succeſs and VA ictory to thy Tent; „Aer Or 

To Heay'n again the Vitor was . 

XII. 


England, till chou did ſt come, | 
Confin'd her Valour home; 

Then our own. Rocks did ftand '' |, © 

Bounds to our Fame as well as 1551. n 
And were tous as well n 205k 
As to our _ wpatlable «\ 4 


180 b FIRST PAAT T 
. We-were aſham'd at what we read. N 
And bluſh'dar What our Fathers did, in 
Becauſe we came fo _ behind 'the Dead. 
The Britiſh Lion hung his Main, and —— * 
To Slavery n ſtoop id. 
With a e Sleep and Fear 
1 in his Den, and languiſh'd there ; 
t whoſe leaſt Voice before, : 
A ves, Eceho run through every Shore, 
nd ſhook the World at every Roar: 
a P his ſubdu'd Courage didſt reſtore,” 
Sharpen his Claws, and from his Eyes 
Mad'ſt the ſame dreadful Lig ghtning. aſe; | 
Mad'ſt him again affright the neigh ouring Floods, 
Mis mighty Thunder ſounds through all the * 4 
Thou haſt our Military Fame Flee 'd;- 
Which was loſt, or clouded ſeem'd: | 
| Nay, more, Heaven did by-thee beſtow 
On Us, at once an Iron — and happy 1 900. 
= XIII 


| "Till thou Copa bt that Azure Chain of Waves, 
Which Nature round *about us ſent,” - 
Made us to every Pirate Slaves, 
Vn rather Burden than an Ornament; 
"Thoſe Fields of Sea; that waſh'd our Shores, 
Were plow'd, and reap'd by other Hands e ours? 
To us, the liquid Mas, | | 
Which doth about ys run, i 
As it is to the Sun 
Only a Bed to fleep on wa: 
And not as now à powertul Throne, 
To ſhake and ſway the World thereon.- 
Our Princes in their Hand a Globe did fre 
But not a perfect one, | 
Compos'd of Earth and Water tod, | 
But thy Commands the Floods obey'd, ; 
Thou Al the Wilderneſs of Water tway'd, | 
Thou did'ſt not only wed the Se, N 
Not make her TT IM, a 5e A 


YA e y 


SY 


Mixestiany Ports. 


Neptune himſelf did bear thy Yoke, * 1.4 
Stoop'd, and trembled at thy Stroke: 1 
He that rüled all the Main, © [x 
Acknowledg'd thee his Sovereign: abode 
And now 7 2 conquer'd Sea doth pay 4 1 5 
More Tribute to thy Tha 1 than that unto hb Sea, 
< I 
'Till now our Valour did our ſelyes more hurt; 
Our Wounds to other Nations were a ſport, ey 
And as the Earth, our Land produc'd 
Iron and Steel, Which mould to tear our ſelyes be us'd ; 
Our ſtrength within it ſelt did break, _ ws 
Like thundering Canons crack, 2x0 
And kill'd thoſe that were 1/08 Mg 
While the Enemies fecur'd and untouch'd were. 
But now our Trumpets thou haſt made to found 
ainft their Enemies Walls in foreign Ground; 
And yet no Eccho back to us returning found. 
England. is now the happy peaceful hs 
And all the World the w . . 
1c exerciſing Arms and Wars 
With Foreign or Inteſtine Jars. * 


The Torch extinguifh'd here, we vaſt to fe Oyl, 


We give to all, yet know our ſelves no fear; 
We reach the Flame of Ruin and of Death, 
Where-e er we pleaſe our Swords to uoſheath, 
Whilſt we in calm and temperate Regions breathe L. 
Like to the Sun, whoſe heat is hurl'd © 
Through every Corner of the World; 


W. 


7 


Whoſe Flame throngh all the Air doth go, ee 


And yet the Sun himſelf the while no Fire does know, 
XV. 4 
Beſides, the Glories of thy Peace 
Are not in number, nor in value leſs, . 
Thy Hand did cure, and cloſe the Scars 
Of our bloody Civil Wars; 


* 


Not only Janc'd but heal'd the Wound, 5 
Made us again as. healthy and as AT: 5 « 
When now the Ship b 0 ; nigh OY 


40 f 


* at 


- 


182 We Frnsr Pant of | 
Alͤcter the Storm upon the Coaſt, , 
By its Mariners endanger'd moſt; | _ 


ty x2 


When they their Ropes and Helms had left, 
When the Planks afunder cleſftt. 


And Floods came roaring in with might ound, 
Thou a ſafe Land and 5 1, 5 8 Pond | 7 


And ſavedſt thoſe that Would themſelves hays 
a drown'd : | vs hs e ; n | 
A work which none but Heaven and Thee could do 
Thou mad'ſt us happy whether we would or no: 
Thy Judgment, Mercy, 'Temperance ſo great, 
As if thoſe Virtues only in. thy Mind Seat: 
Thy Piety not only in the Field, but Peace, 
When Heaven ſeem'd to be wanted leaſt; 
| 7 Temples not like Janus only were 
Open in time of War, 
When thou hadſt greater cauſe of fear: 
Religion and the àwe of Heaven poſſeſt 
All places and 9 \ «204 thy Beall. 
Nor didſt thou only for thy Age provide, 
But for the Lears to come beſide, 
Our aſter-times, and late Poſterity, 
Shall pay unto thy Fame as much as we; 
They tos are made by the. 
| When Fate did call thee to a higher Throne, 
And when thy mortal Work was done, 
When Heaven did ſay it, and thou mult be gone, 
Thou him to bear thy burden.choſe, 
Who might (if any could) make us forget thy loſs, 


4 


Nor hadft thou him delign'd, + 
e 
Not only to thy Blood, but Virtue kin, 

Not only Heir unto thy Throne, but Mind: 

'Tis he ſhall perfe& all thy Gures, - 
And with a fine Thread weave out thy Loom: 
So one did bring the choſen. People from 

Their Slavery and eg 

Te then e thete'y 
Guided hiniſelt by G 


* 1 
4 : 


« 4 
1 $ Road, 2 
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Was brought them to the. Borders; but a ſecond hand 
Did ſettle and Fah Po" in the e Land. 4 


* 1 
* It Wt WE: bent ids 
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1 


Upon the tee Craven, bak Death m 
the late Lord Protector, enſuing. 


e 

5 ies by Ar) WAA 91 
e eee ee 

E muſt z 'a eat Soul does 

In Storms as loud as his ie rear Fame ; 

His dying Groans, his laft Breath-ſhakes our 6 

And Trees uncut fall for his Fun'ral Pile ; L 

About his Palace their broad Roots are toſt 

Into the Air 80 Romulus was loft. 

New Rome in ſuch a Tempeſt. Mmiſs'd their King 

And from obeying, fell to worſhipping. 1 

On Ceta's To eine pad dead, in 

With ruin'd Oaks and Pines, — him . it 

The Poplar too, whoſe. Bough he wont to wear 

On his victoxious Head, lay proſtrate theres 

Thoſe his laſt Fury from the Mountain rent: 

Our dying Here, from the Continet 

Raviſh'd 5 whole Towns, and Forts e 

As his laſt Legacy to Britain leſt. 

The Ocean, Which ſo long, our Hopes.confin'd, 

dou'd give no Limits to his vaſter Mind.: 

Our Bound's Enlargement, was his lateſt Toily 

Nor hath he left us Pris'ners to our Iſle. 

Under the Tropick is our Language ſpoke, 'Þ 

And part of Flanders has,receiv'd:our Yoke. 


$ From Civil. Broils he did us diſingage: 11 4 — 
Found Noblex Objects for out Martial Rage e 
es with wiſe, Conduct, to his Country 1 


Their ancient way of Conquering abroad. 60 (rh 
Toa, they, af x we no Tears allow : 0 
that gave: us Peace and Lacie 260? | | 

2 Princes 
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einer chat fear d . grieye; e to ſee 6 
o pitch of Glory from the Grabe is free. g 
1 ature her ſelf took Notice of his Death, 
- 1 „ fighing, {welF'd the Sea 5 ip ba, Breath; 
That to "gon Billows "* 
Be! e er of br 1 hens wi, J 


-+Þ 


« # — 3 — 


e * L758 *M.v9 


nnn... 


als 


"The foregoing: Cork pere. 


— lar 3291: By Mr; GDονu. ET 
ite 9126 19% ire 
Te well he's gone! (O hadhe never been) 
| din Storms loud as his crying Sin, 
The kin r the Oak fell proſtrate for his Un, 
That with his Soul, his Bod too might burn. 
Winds pluckt up Roots; 5 fixed Cedars move, 
Roaring for Vengeance-t6 the Heav'ns above. 
From Guilt like Mis, great Romulus did grow, 
3 And in like —— Shades did go. 
GSWeurange! char che lofty Trees themſelyes Mould fell 
= . VWithoutthe Axe; fo" Orlen went to Hell. | 
| At his Deſcent the ſtouteſt Oaks were cleft; 
= And this whole Woot its'wonted Station left. 
| On Charley's Throne the proud Uſurper's dead, 
= With ruin'd England's Tears about: him ſpread; 
=_— Thoſe from our Eyes his Wrath and Madneſs rent, 
= And thoſe, alone, upon his Hearſe are ſpent; 
5 Which mixt wild, Sign hs, do weeping Clouds outvit, 
= And leſſer Storms of W Wind and Kain fux pply. | 
= . In Battel Hereales wore che 'Lyon' s' Skin, | 
But our fierce Tyrant wore tlie Beaſt cen : 
Whoſe Heart was brutiſh more than Face, or Eyes 
And in the ſhape of Man _ in Ale. 
In Civil Broils he did us * . ... JH 
And made three Kirigdoms pe bis Rage; . 
= Houſes from Widow, Bred from-Orphans reft, , 
Wl And his laſt Logacy: 10 3 od 
1 890 Ds * I » 1 


Mizenutany Ports. iff 
One fatal Stroke ſlew; Juſtice, and the Cauſe - 


Of Truth, Religion, and the 1 Laws: od A 
, Fo fell Achilles 7 the Tiras Band, 
Tho' be ſtill fought With Heay'n ce Band. 


Nor cou'd Domeſtick Spoils confine his Mind, 

No Limits to his Fury, but Mankind. 

The Bririſn Youth to Foreign. Coaſts are T8 

Towns to deſtroy, but more to Baniſnhment; | 
Who ſince they cannot in this Iſle abide, , 
Are confin'd'Priſoners to the World beſide. - 

The Rocks which from the World do Britain part, 
Were but weak Bars againſt his harder Heart: 
Whoſe Thoughts, nor Laws, nor cou'd the Ocean 
Mad as the Sea, and Lawleſs as the Wind, bind; 
Where-ever Men, Where, ever Pillage lies.. 
Like ray*nous, Vultures our wing d Navy fles.).- 21 
Under the Trepick we are underſtood, I, 
And bring Home: Rapine thro? a purple Flood: - 

New Circulations form'd, our Blood is wales 

As round the leſſer, ſo the greatef Worlde. 
Thus has the Rebel to his: Country ſhow! ths bh 
ow to be Slaves at Home, and Thieves abroad. 
uch Circuits makes the Sun, but not — „ 1 
This burns the Places, that the other wanns. Ts 
Bad Phaeton à liker Gourſe did run, 4 11 
Spoil'd equally, but leſs uſurp'd the Throne, I 
No N then, if we do Tears allow | 

o him that gave us Wars, and Ruin too. Nn 932.1 7 
yrants, that lov'd him, Grieve, concetn'd to ſee 
here muſt be Puniſhment for Cruelty. 


nt, 


Vie, 
f Nature her ſelf rejoyced at his 1 * 
and on the Waters a FO ſuch a N cd be 
is made the Sea dance higher than before, reft 


X bile her da News Fame eee to the Shore. 
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=. . iger, Pan- 1 


A pair upon the Death of he 
Grace the Dutcheſs e 


Qua 2550 mafus, „ beelbe pe d, | 


ata dohavere, onique Divi, 
Nec N a bis eat its en, 


Tempora prijecm. 
"MYATALLO. ABEXIs. 


Fiz 
(Rp!  MICRTTE 1 0. | 
F loaded 17415 and a clouded. Brow, i 
. Croſs'd\Armsatd- rifing Sighs, great Sorrow ſhow; 
And if one Friend may-ktiow- another's Care, 
Why thefe fad marks does my Alexis * os 
Yall TEXTS. 
Alas! My rtille / eaſt thy Eyes around, 
And ll me, what like /Comfort's to be Sang? 
The. Sun bas not ſent forth ont chearfal 5 
But worn a Cldud of Mourning all the 
See how. our dropping Flocks no Paſtures! 
But bleat about us, and neglect to feed ! 
Let Nature look in all her Orders ſad-; 
Nor Envy dare to ſhew it, if ſhe's glad; 
Since nothing, nothing now can Joy reſtore, 
For fate has ſtruck, and Pyrnba is no ure. 
Too 
Pyrrba for whom our daily Vows we uu, 
And beſt-lowdiYounplings bg the Akar laid; 
For whoſe long Welfare, Life, and — e Stute, 
All grateful Prayers on che goed 
Whoſe Virtue Nymphs were —— to copy Conc 
For 'twas the: Theme of every Shepherd's Song: 
Has Fate at laſt prevail! And is She gone! 
O whither now ſhall many wretched run! 
The Injur'd, for Redreſs; the Poor, for Aid; 
** for Reward j or Grief, to be allay d: 


Horat 


Gin 
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Since Juſtice, Pitys Bounty quits out Plains; 
But SorroW-groWs- Eternal, and remains. 

bel Joe HE A Soo mages 2740 
Asfall-blown.Flow'rs, that long have deck id rhe ground; 


* 


And with their Odours fill'd the Air aroun ll... - 
zend down their Heads at laſt to Mother Earth, 
And fade away, though to a ſecond Birth; + 
Or as tall Cedars, who {admir'd} have Rod 
For many Years the Glory of the Wood. 
Finding in time cheir facred Roots decay, 
ue by the next rude Tempeſt tora away: 
do flouriſh'd)Pyrrba, and as high, did riſe ©, - 1 
Adorn'd the Eamh, and ſeem'd to reach the 6 C1 
Fair, without-Blemaiih ; Lofty, without Pride: 1 
But, Oh 1 the Tempeſt: roſe, and Pyrrba dy'd! . .. = 
Gone then's all Spring, now Winter's only ours; 
Sighs riſe like Storms, and Tears mult fall ike Showers. 

Deen n 1 
If full of Years and Honours Pyrrhbe fell, | 
Grief may, with Swains of hambler Talents dwell, - 
V hile to,a,nobler work our Minds we! raiſe,” | + / 
ae aur loan, end prochiimn her Praiſe, - 

am Acid 8 IT; mr oh os oft to 

As round Heaven's Throne Whole Choirs of Angels 


Yet all their Triumph's one.Eternal Song; Ithro 
So here on. Zarch hall Herta Praiſes laſt, 1 5 
Till Time's no more, and Nature's works lie waſte. 
LI „ , TI CER 
hen let us tune our Reeds; thou firſt ibe Lay | 
Begin; our Flocks ſhall liſten, and I'll play: 
So up to Pyrrha's Fame our Notes well raife} ©” 
Suſpend our-Soxrows; and proclaim her Praiſe, -| - | 
"wet [1 49h L. Ins. + 73. or 
lean-time, ye boundleſs. Winds, your Guſts forbear, 
ind all ye Hills and Valleys round give ear: f 
Keep pack ye Rivers; and forbear\to run. 
Till the, great, Tale af -Pyrrha's Fame be done: 
hen Jet each Wind bear it where; eder it blows; : 


: 
S# % 


auch it. ye, Hills and Valleys, 4s it goes, 
ih your aſſeating Eechqes in che cdſe. 
) | Murs 


Sink 


R S., UBLa's _— Co 
r eee . w — — l — — 
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Murmur it; Floods, as to your Seas ye creep,. "ie 0 
And with it add new Wonders to the — 1 
or the Renown of Pyrrha's Name ſhall uur N 


I Time's no more, AS Nature's, un. ie wait, 
MYRTIZEO: On then. "4-2 
2161 3610400. 07 Bag * 7 8. * Ag _— of 
— As Stars before the tiſirig' Da) 2: 41 ha 
' Seem in-theit Orbs to ſink, and dive: m 4 
So all the Nymphs upon our fertile Plain z,. 
Tang proud and cruel to their fig — dthey \ 
When Pyrtha's pow'rtut Charms mon ok zthey arch 
And any Satyr might have then preyail'd = : 
So much in blooming Youth cou'd ſhe Alteprize, 4 
Sh'ad all the panting Hearts and wiſhing Eyes. 
Come then, ye Nymphs: of Arradie, draw near, 
Veep round her Earth, and all yagr Garlands rd 
For Pyrrha's s Beauty once no Equal knew; ; 
But Fate has ſeiz'd Her now, an muſt have You, _ 
5! ADT ROD VELA; 21 | 
Pynrhals bright Eyes. enlightned every. Grow, 0 
Ag firꝛd ar * ee Heart with-Doye; | 
The Ny und him {1 "gh 
And ſhe 1 heb was fit to fill Ris Arms. 
Many did sicher Conqueſt wi ive wale. 
But ou they each other could invade;- ' | 
For in hes! Form did Nature ſeem improv'd, 
And he was fram'd to Love and be below d- 
Therefore Heav'n ſmil'd, and all the Stars look'd ad 
| When eee and Alrander's Hearts Were ſoin · d. 18 
| OO 18 © E H. 1 N 
Who has not heard of great ae Name, 
So long the Mules Task, and Pride of fame? 
Pan early choſe, and made him great in Pow'r, 
When the Wolves rag'd, and did our Flocks devour, Wi: 
He took: the guard of the moleſted Plains; 8 / 
Saw our Lambs fed, and chear'd us frighted Swain: 
Wak'd with us 'midft dark Nights und pinching Cold, 
Ta drive the howling'Monſters from our Folds : | 
n all which time, Pyrrihi, his charming Bride, 
Oft came, and watck dias he did -by nis ide; 


K 


w 
2 — 4 
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And for all Joys The gave him, ask'd'but Care. 

Now, ye poor Flocks, go bleat about, and ſtray; 

Ye Shepherds, caſt your Serips and Hooks away; 

stretch d on the 1 your fatal Loſs bemoan, 

And call on Pyrrha's Name at ey*ry Groan. 1 

M FRNTITITT O. 

Full fifty happy. Tears this matchleſs Pair 

Liv'd in an} en Love; no jealous Care, 

Or mean Diſtruſt, did once their Joys moleſt, 

So in a Noble Of-ſpring were they bleſt 

Of warlike 'Youths; worthy their Father's Name, 

And Daughters ſpotleſs as their Mother's Fame: 

Bold Celadon, the Darling of loud War, 5 

And Stre w_ now, "whoſe pious Shoulders bear 
he burden of his wen Father's 'Care; g 

oung Damon, lovely as the Beams that play 

About our Eaſt, and lead the coming Day; 

Fair Phyllida, who was with Agen wed, 


W 


enerous Lyſca too, by Nature taught 
o tecommend the poor Man's Cauſe unſought, | 
| ren 

il theſe the Off:ſpring were of Pyrrha's Womb: 
ome then, ye Mothers, mourn around her Tomb: 
In Pyrrha's Name your Myſtick Rites perform, 
hen to your Aid ye would Lucina e . 
Fither the lab' ring Matron's pangs to eaſe; | 
Or bleſs the Barren Monrner with Increaſe. | 

MRP LL ©, : 
Dh! kind Alexis, ſtill purſue thy Son 


kind 


IS. 

rave. Celadon through Fate untimely ſalbd. 
ind was by Pan and all his Train bewailtd; © 

dome mourning Mufes ſung him to his Tomb, 

Yet others felt more grief, and thence were dumb, 
Young Damon faded in his Beauty's Pride, 

nd Phyllida no leſs lamented dy d. 


— 


of his worſt dangers ſtill her part would beat, 


\nd bleſt him with a faithful Eruitful Bed; 5 ; 


ow theſe fair Branches grew, or herd yon | 


| 
f 
F 


* 
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But gay Strophon's Life rejoice the Tears 
Of good Aleander, and aſſiſt his Cares. 
Fulgefs of times kind; Meav us ro-Lyſea-give; 7 
Tis for your Honour, Gods, that ſhe ftiould live; 
Fax ſhe, the more of days Jour her afford, 

By her good Deeds will make yen more ador'd; 
Since Lyſca was of pious Pyrrha born, 1 

And Pyrrba's Virtues. Zyſca's Heart adorn. 

8 6:0 e ee 

But what ſhall now give good Alcander Joy? 
| e yo bo HITTING 
The Gods, when Fate took Celadon away, 

Call'd Daphnis forth, th' Heroick Race to run, 
Which his great Parent had ſo. well begun: 

From Celaden's brave Loins young Daphnis came, 

'ull of his Heat, and conſcious of his Fame; 

W hoſe Mind his: Father's Deeds did ſo imploy, 
He grew Alcandar's Hopes, and Pyrrha's Joy. 
Pyrrha lov'd Daphnis, and with Pleaſure found * 
The Hero's Virtues in tie Tou abound. | 
When Daphms languiſh'd, Pyrrha did provide 
The. charming ſoſt Amynia for his Bride : , 
Amynta! tender as the Lambs that play 
In Sunny Morns, and Innocent as they; | 
Sweet as thoſe Ex'ning Airs that * blow 
Where the rich fragrant Eaſt ern Spices grow; 
Calm as our Groves in a fair Summer's Night, 
And lovely as the firſt-created Light. 
Daphnis was born, Amynta's with him join'd, 
To chaſe all Soxrows from Alcander's Mind; 

To add new Honours to his ſtore of Fame, 
And a long Race of Heraes to his Name: 

His Name, which ſhall, with Pyrrha's Praiſes, la 
Till Time's no more, and Nature's works. lie walk 
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Funeral Tears to the Sacred Memory 
of our late Soveraighn King CHARLES 
oF"  —@ a Sant 


T HE Noon-day Star, that once out-fac'd the Sun, 
Charles his bright Phoſphor, has its period run: 
And reſting Charles, with more fix'd-Glories crown' d, 
Has paſt his mighty finiſh'd Circle round. N 
All 5 untired race-of Pradigies, the late 
Continued. ſhame of this Stupendious Fate, 
Which once his Refforation Lawrels bore; 7 
Thoſe neyer-ſleeping Pores, now move no more, 
Myriads of Guardian Angels all disband; N 
And Wonders wait no more on his Right Hand. 
Whilſt Truth invincible, unbyaſt Right, 
Goodneſs unbounded, Mercy infinite; 
Honour unſullyed ; all the brighteſt Train 
Of Miniſtring Graces t his IIluſtzious Reign, 
Their Roya Roles to Funeral Sables turn, 
All Mourners o'ex their Sacred Maſter's. Urn: | 
But midſt the Tears our ſtreaming Sorrows, pour 
Three wailing Kingdoms in one Loyal, Showre, 

ow feebly. does our Voice of Mourning ſound, 
Whilſt Royal Eyes in deeper Griefs lie drown'd ? 
No Heart like James with killing loads o'er-preſt, . 
Rindeſt of Brothers, and of Friends the beſt. 
do ſad the pangs of parting Friendſhip prove, 
Immoderate GTI, and ever- burning Love 
Rend his Great Soul, and their keen Paſſage force, 
Methinks I ſee him at the Dire Divorce; a 
bilſt the Great James like Great Teleſia ſtands, 

th, Ecchoing Cries, and with up- lifted Hands, 
th age ee and a flowing Showre 
Df bitr'reſt Tears, deplores the diſmal Hour. 
Till from above behold the ſhining Sky; 

he fiery Steeds,, aud flaming: Chariot fly. 
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And graſp'd the wund rb Mantle as it fel. 
With Heav'nly tranſmigrati Glories fir'd, [inf ird 


Founder of Monarchy, for thou alone 


Whilſt a calm'd World was thy great work alone. 


The old Fanatic Fiend, ſo late before 


| Tho” thou, Great Charles, thy Race like Moſes run; 
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Th' aſcendin Saint, midſt ſhouting Angel; round, 
With purer To 5 and brighter Diadem crown'd. 
Here With ſad Ties he took his laſt Farewel, 


Fill'd with the mounting God, with the whole Charly 
O mighty Charles! what have not only we 
Three Kingdoms, but even Empire loſt in thee? 


Stood'ſt the unſhaken Bulwark of the Throne. 
When the old Storm yawn'd for th' Imperial wrady 


Thy Hand alone beat the fietce Torrent back: 
Faction and Schiſm by thy ſtrong Arm o*'erthrown, 


Glory and Peace but in thy Sun-beams play, 
Whilſt thou'rt the Grd of our long Halc on- day. 


Drunk with a Martyr'd' Monarch's Purple Gore, 
Whilſt with th' old Poiſon, and ch' old Rage he ſtood, 
All thirſting for new Draughts of Royal Blood, 
The Crown's long Foe, and blackeſt Imp of Hell, 
His Sting juſt faſt ning, thou alone couldft quel], 
Thy Book of Fame with this laſt Glory fill'd: 
What ſhall Great James on thy Foundations build! 
Strike, Royal Heir, th' half-conquer'd Serpent dead: 
Charles bruis'd his Teeth, and thou ſhalt cruſh his Heat 
Peace, Union, Concord, all fo well begun; 


Thy People led by thy Miraculons Hand 

To th“ Milt and Honey of a Bleſſed Land; 
Call'd- hence too ſoon by the Almighty Voice, 
Saw'ſt but the Borders of the promis'd Joys: 
That God-like Joſhua fills thy Royal Seat, 
Who thy unfiniſh'd Wonders ſhall compleat. 

Tranſlated Saint, now thy full Honours, ſeize, | 

Bleſt with thy own eternal Handmaid, Peace, 
Around thy Head immortal Honours play, 
Brighter than thy own Reſtoration- Day. 

Like thy own Mercy ſoft be thy Repoſe; 

Whilſt on thy Brow that Perfum'd Fragrance o_ 
+ 8 IT | weet 
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eweeter than th' Odours even of that rich Fame | 
That ſhall Embalm thy Everlaſting Name. 3% 
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E By Mr. Pk n 
- cY : 4 , 
4867 "IEG 3E- N 1 
Hile Blooming Youth, and gay Delight, 
Sit on thy roſey Cheeks confeſt, ut, '& 
Thou haſt, my Dear,. undoubted Right 
To triumph o'er this deftin'd Breaſt. 
My Reaſon bends to what thy Eyes ordain; 
For I was born to Love, and thou to Reign, 
: ine . a 
But wou'd, you meanly thus rely $1189 
On Power, you know I mix Obeyʒ 
Exert a Legal Tyranny; ES 
And do an Ill, becauſe you may? 1 
Still muſt I Thee, as Atheiſts Heay'n adore; 
Not ſee thy Mercy, and but dread thy Power? 

. | c 
Take heed, my Dear, Youth flies apace; 
As well as Cupid, Time is:blind'; + 

Soon muſt thoſe Glories of thy Face, 
The Fate of vulgar Beauty fing 
The thouſand Loves, that arm thy potent Eye, 
uſt drop their Quiyers, flag their Wings, and die. 
IV 


Then wilt thou ſigh, when in each Frown 
A hateful Wrinkle more appears ; 

And putting peeviſh Humours on 

Seems but the fad Effect of Years: 
indneſs it ſelf too weak a Charm will prove, 

To raiſe the feeble Fires of aged Love. 


Vel. E Rn; "ops V. Forc'd 
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be Heat, with Which thy Lover glows,. 
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194 The Finsr Panty of 
Forc'd, Compliments, and Formal Bows 
Will ſhow Thee juſt above Neglect: 
Will ſettle into cold Reſpect: d 
A talking dull, Platonick I ſhall turn; 
Learn to be. civil, when I ceaſe to burn. 
= 23H WS + 4 
Then ſhun the 11}, and know, my Dear, 
* Kindneſs'and Conſtancy will prove 
The only Pillars, fit to bear | 
So vaſt a Weight, as that of Love. 
If thou canſt wiſh ta make my Flames endure, 


Thine muſt be n 0 very pure. 


Haſte, Celia, haſte, while Vouth invites, 
bey kind Cupid's preſent Voice; 
Fill ev'ry Senſe with ſoft Delights, 
And give thy Soul a Looſe to joys: 
Let Millions of repeated Nliſſes prove, 


| That mon all Kindneſs art, and 1 all Loye, 


„I 
Be mine, and only mine; tike Care, 
Thy Looks, tity Toughts, thy Dreams to guid 
No me alone; nor come ſo far, | 
As liking any Youth beſide: 
What Men-e'er court: thee,” ſty em, and believe, 
They're Serpents all, = hou" the tempted Eve, 
I ban IX. 
So ſhall T court thy deareſt Truth, 
When Beauty ceaſes to engage; 
Jo thinking on thy charming Louth, 
I'll love it o'er again in Age: 
So Time it ſelf our Raptures ſhall improve, 
While fill we wake to Joy, and live to Love: 
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The ttage lay, 
Paſtora left 15 folded Sheep, 

Her Garland, Crook and uſeleſs. Scrips 
Love led the. N Imph ** 


Looſe and undreſt ſhe takes her Flight _ 
To a near Myrtle Shade; 
The conſcious Moon gave all her Light, 
To bleſs her raviſh'd > ob 's Sight, 
And guide the loving Maid. 
III. 

er Arms the Nymph embrace, 
14455 to aſſwage bis Pala, 
His reſtleſs Paſſion he obes: 
At ſuch an hour, in ſach a Place; 
What Lover could contain? 


b IV. 

widt In vain ſhe call'd the conſcious 3 

| The Moon no Succour gave; 

The cruel Stars unmov'd look'd on, 

And ſeem'd to ſmile at what was done, 
Nor would her womens, | fave. | 


. uiſh'd at laſt by Wen Love, 
The Nymph expiring lay, 


Since no kind Stars were found above, 
She bluſh'd and dy'd * | 


et bleſt the Grove, her * Flight, 
2 Youth' that did betray; | 
| antng, dying with delight, 
8 bleſt the kind tranſporting Night, 
And curſt "approdcking Pay 


x dead of of Night, 5 capt in ſleep | 


o more ſhe ſigh'd, no more ſhe ſtrove, 
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The Poet's Complaint of his Muſe. 
„„ 


By Mr, T HO. OTW. 
T O a high Hill, Where never e ſtood Tree, 
Where wy Heath, coarſe Fern; and Furzes 
Where (nipt by iercing Air) , . [grow, 
The Flocks in . Fleeces hardly graze; 
Led by uncouth Thoughts and Care, 
Which did too much his penſive Mind amaze, 
A wand'ring Bard, whoſe Muſe was crazy grown, 
| Cloy'd with the nauſeous: follies of the buzzin 
Town, . 
Came, look'd about him, ſigh'd, and laid him down, 
*Twas far from any Path, but where the Earth 
Was bare, and naked all as at her Birth, 
When by the Word it firſt was made, 
Ere God had fad. 
Let Graſs and Herbs and every green thing grow, 
With fruitful Trees after their kind; and it was ſo. 
The whiſtling Winds blew fiercely round his Head, 
Cold was his Lodging, hard his Bed 
Aloft his Eyes on the wide Heay*ns he caſt, 
Where we are told Peace 6nly*s found at laſt : 
And as he did its hopeleſs diſtance ſee, 
Sigh'd deep, and cry*'d, How fat is Peace from me! 
- i Ba acc lard 
Nor ended there his Moati: 
The diftance of his future Joy - © 
Had been enough to give him Pain alone; 
But who can undergo 97: [Wael 
Deſpair of Eaſe to come, with weight of preſett 
Down his afflicted Faee 
The trickling Tears had ſtream'd ſo faſt a pace, 
As left à path worn by their 'briny Race. 


0 


7 2 


MiscxLLAN Y Porms. 197 
| Swoln was his Breaſt with Sighs, his well- 
| Proportion'd Limbs as uſeleſs fell, 
While che poor Trunk (unable to ſüſtain 
It * lay rackt, and ſhaking with its Pain. 
in his Groans, as I ou — by. 
r d by P went aſi 5 to ſee 
621112 e — — could be | 
Had preſs'd his State ſo low, and rais'd his Plaints ſo 
On me he fixr his Eyes. I crav'd high. 
Why ſo forlorn? He vainly rav'd. 
Peace to his Mind 1 did commend. 2 


yg 


Put, oh! my. words were hardly at an end, 
When' I perceiv'd it was my Friend, 
My much-loy'd Friend : fo n Liate; 
" ed Achat I might ſhare his Fate: CE 
I laid my Cheek ro his, When with a Gale — 
FOO he eas'd his Breaſt, and thus began his Tale. 
122 BIY 
lam a Wretch of honeſt Race r ' - 
My Farents'not obſcure, nor high in idee ere ; 
They left me Heir to no Diſgrace. | 
Father was (a thing now rare) Hey 
Loyal and brave; my Mother chaſte _ fair. | 
Their Pledge of Marriage-vows was only 
Alone 1 lid their much lov*d fondled IM I 
They gave me gen'rous Education, high | 
They —_ to raiſe my Mind, and with it grew 
their Joy = 
The Sages 4 inftrulted me in Arn 8 


And Knowledge, oft would praiſe my Parts, 
And chear my Parents longing Hearts. 

When 1 was call'd to a Diſpute, | 

My Fellow. Pupils oft ſtood mute: 

Yet never Envy did disjoin'- | 
Their Hearts from me, nor Pride ditemper mine. I 
Thus my firſt' Years in _—_ I paſt, "* 1 


Nor any bitter Cup did taſte 
Hay wo a id . 


ar Prion came at laſt. 
1 3 A | 
. [i 
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As I lay Jooſely on 
3 n 
And as my Senſe on the rich e 
A Voice (it ſeem'd no more, ſo buiſie 1 
Was with my ſelf, I ſaw not — Idead. 

Pierc'd through my Ears; Ariſe; thy -good-Serander's 
It ſhook my Brain, and from nett mai Nen my frighted 
| Senſes fled. wg 


From thence fad Diſcontent, uneaſie) Feats, 
And anxious Doubts of what! had do, 
| Grew with eg Tears. | 
The World was wide, but whither thould 1 91 
I, whoſe blooming Hopes all wither'd: were, 
Who! d little Fortune, and a deal of Care:? 
To Britain's great Metropolis I ſtray d, 
: Where Fortune's general:Game:is 2 -49 
Where Honeſty and Wit are often prais'd, 
But Fools _ Kava are — and w d. 


* m 


Head, 5 


i 


. 7 
1 fond of To * * 
1 émiſs'd the brave and wiſe; e dead 
* On every ſort of Vanity I fed. 
| 2 Coxcombs, Cowards, Knaves, and prating Faols, 
lies of o'er-grown Bulks, and little Souls, 
_ Gameſters, Half wits, and Spenidthrifts, (ſuch as think 
Miſchievous midnight frollicks -bred * Drink 
Are Gallantry and Wit, 
Becauſe to their lewd Underſtandings Kt) 
Were thoſe wherewith two years at = dealt J ſpent, 
Jo all their fulſome Follies melt i inco . bent: 
Till at the laſt, my ſelf more to ab 
I grew in Love with a deceitful Muſe. 
V. 
No fair Deteiver eyer-us'd lach ce, 
'T*enſnare a tender Youth, and win his . 


Or 


— 
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Or 
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Or when ſhe had him in her Arms, 
Secur'd- his Love with greater Art. 
1 fancy'd, or I dream'd, (as Poets ahvays do) 
No Beauty with my Muſe's might compare. 
Lofty ſhe. ſeem'd, and on her Front fat a Katie © 
Awful yet kind; ſevere, yet fair. [Air, 
Upon her Head a Crown bore. 
Of Laurel, which ſhe told me ſhould: be mine: 
And round her Ivory Neck ſhe wore 
A Rope of largeſt Pearl. Each part of her did ſhine 
With Jewels and with Gold 
b Numberleſs to be told; 5 
Which in Imagination as 1 did behold, | 
And lov'd, and wonder d more and more, 
Said ſhe, Theſe Riches all, my Darling, fhall be thine, 
Riches which never Poet had before. | 
She promis'd me to raiſe my Fortune and my Name, 
By Royal Favour, and by endleſs Fame; | 
But neyer cold  — * bu 
How hard they were to get, how difficult to ld. 
Thus by the Arts of this moſt. fly f 
To her bewitching Bondage broug > 
Eternal Conſtancy we ſwore, - -- 
A thouſand times our Vows were doubled o'er, 
was. a we — ik our — Ins 
I thought no Pleaſure e'er was wrought ſo high, 
No Pair ſo happy er Muſe and 1, 5 
n I 


Ne'er was young Lover half ſo fond 
When firſt his Puſillage he loſt, 

Or could of half my Pleaſure boaſt. 

We never met but we-enjoy'd, 

Still tranſported, never cloy d. 

Chambers, Cloſets, Fields and Groves, 

Bore witneſs of our daily Loves; 

And on the bark of every Tree | 
Lou might the Marks of our Eadearments ſee. 


K 4 Diſtichs, 


Fl 


* 
k - #4 
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Diftichs; poſies, and the pointed Bits | 
Of Satyr, (Written when à Poet meets 
His Muſe in Caterwauling fits 
You might on every Rind behold, and ſwear 
| 1 and my Clio had been at it there. 
| Nay, by my _ too 1 was bleſt 
With Off- ſprings of the choiceſt Kinds, 
Such as hinge pleased the nobleſt Minds, 
And been approv'd by Judgments of * bel. 
But in this moſt tranſporting hei | 
Whence 1 took'd down and la 4 at Fate, 
All of a ſudden I was alter'd own, © 
I round ine loek'd, and found my ſelf alone: 
My faithleſs Muſe, my faitkleſs Muſe was gone.) 
Il try'd if Ia Verſe could frame: 
Oft I in vain invok' d my Clis's Name. 
The more 1 ſtrove, the more 1 fail'd. 7 
1 chaf'd d, I bit my Pen, curſt my dull Scull, and rail'd, 
Refolv'd to force m 'unroward e we and at the 
"HA *r 4 
Line came forth, but ſuch Ache; | 
No tray'ling Matrog; in her Child- birth pains, 
Full of the ſo oyful 1 Hope sto bear a Son, © 
Was more oni at at th* unlook'd-for ſhape 
Of ſome deform'd Baboon, or Ape, 
Than I was at the hideous Iſſue of my Brains, 
J tore my Paper, ftabb'd my Pen, 
And ſwore I'd never write again, 
Reſolv'd to be a doating Fool no more. 
But when my reck' ning 1 began to make, 
1 found too long I'd flept, and was too late awake; | 
I found mungrateful Muſe, for whoſe. falſe lake 
I did my ſelf undo, 
Had robb'd me of my deareſt store, 


precious Time, my Friends, and Reputation too; 
rel left me helplets, friendleſs, very proud, and poo, 
VII, 


Reaſon, which in baſe Bonds my Folly had 1 
1 ſtrait to Council call'd; 


— 


Lite 


- 
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Like ſome old faithful Friend, whom long ago 
1 had caſheer'd, to pleaſe my flatt'ring Fair. 
To me with readineſs he did repair; 
Expreſt much tender Chearfulneſs, to find 
Experience had reftor'd him to my Mind; 
And loyally did to me ſhow, - 
How much himſelf he did abuſe, 2 
Who credited a flattering, falſe, deſtructive, treache- 
| I ask'd the Cauſes why. He ſaid, [rous Muſe. - 
"Twas never known a Muſe e*er ſtaid | 
When Fortune fled; for Fortune is a Bawd' 
To all the Nine that on Parnaſſus dwell, : 
Where thoſe” ſo fam'd; delightful Fountains-ſwell 
Of Poetry, which there do ever flow; 
And where Wit's luſty, ſhining God 
Keeps his choice Seraglio. Ie 4 
So whilſt our Fortune ſmiles, our Thoughts aſpire, - 
Pleaſure and Fame's our bus'neſs, and deſire. 
Then, t o, if we find 

A promptneſs in the Mind, 4 
The. Muſe is always ready, always kind, 
But if th“ old Harlot Fortune once denies” 
Her Favour, all our Pleaſure and rich Fancy dies, 
And then 2 young, ſlippery Jilt, the Muſe too from ( 
us flies. 


1 
— 


n VIII. 

To the whole Tale 1 gave Attention due; 
And as right ſearch into my ſelf I made, 

I. found all he had faid , | 

Was: very honeſt, very true. 

Oh how 1-hugg'd my welcome Friend! 
And mach my Mule '1 could not diſcommend ; - 

For I ne'er liy'd in Fortune's Grace, | * 
be always turn'd her back, and; fled from me a II 
and never once youchſaPd to let me ſee her Face. - 
Then to confirm me more, Wn 
He drew the veil of Dotage from my Eyes: 

14 See here, my Son, (ſaid he) the valu'd Prize; 

wan "OP by falſome Muſe behold, be happy and be wife. 
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I look'd, and ſaw the rampant, _—_ 
With a more horrid. Train 
Than ever yet to Satyr, lent a Tal le, 
Or haunted Chloris in the Mall. 
The firſt Was he who ſtunk of that rank Verſe 
In which he wrote his Sodom Farce; 
A Wretch whom old Difeaſes did ſo bite, 
That he writ Bay ry ſure i in 12 
Jo ruin and diſgrace it qui i; 
Philoſpphers of old id ſo e — T* 
Their, „ and ſhew'd it in tl Naſtineſs. 
Next him. appear'd that blundering Sort 
Who. a: late Seffow « the Peeks vhs 
Nature has mark'd him for 3 heavy Fool 
| By's flat broad Face you'll know — Owl. 
The ober Birds have — him from Light 
Much buffering has made him love the Night, 
And only in the dark he ſtrays; [bus day 5 


Still Wretch enough to live, wich werſe Fools ſpends 
And for old Shoes and Scraps repeats.dull Plays 
Then next there follow d, to make up the Throng 
Lord. L4ngpoan, and Monſteur Song, - 
Who ſought her Love, and promig'd: for' 
To make her famous at the Court. 
The City Poet too was there, | 
In a black Sattin Cap and his own Hair, 
And begg'd chat he might have the * 
To beget a Pageant on her 
For the City- s next Lord Mayer... 
Her Favours ſhe to none deny'd: 
Ther took her all by turns alide. / 
Til at che laſt up in the Rear „ 
The Poets Scandal, and che Muſes Shame, 
PRs 1 Monſtrous Guile, and 74 LL was 
ame. 
But let me pauſe, fas "will ask time to tell 
How he was, bora, bow. bred and Wenne and when 
he now wi wel * \ 


IX. He 


— 
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He paus d, and thus renew'd his Tale. 
Down in an obſcure Vale | 

Midſt Fogs and Fens, whence Miſts and-Vapours 
Where never Sun was ſeen by Eyes, lriſe, 
Under a deſart Wood ö 

Which no Man own'd, but all wild Beaſts were bred, 

And kept their horrid Dens, by prey far forrag'd fed, 
An ill-piFd Cottage ſtood, +, 

Built of Mens Bones ſſaughter'd in Civil War, 

By Magick Art brought thither from afar, 2 4 

There liv'd a widow'd Witch, | 

That us'd to mumble Gurſes eve and morn, 
Like one whom Wants and Care had worn; 
Meagre her Looks, and funk her Eyes, 
Yet Miſchiefs ſtudy'd, Diſcords did deviſe. 
Sh' appeared — but it was her Pride: 
Slow in her Speech, in ſemblance ſanctify'd. 
Still when he ſpoke ſne meant another way; 
And when ſhe curſt, ſhe ſeem'd to pray. 
Her helliſh Charms had all a holy dreſs, 5 


8 


And bore the Name of Godlineſs.. 
All her Familiars ſeem'd the Sons of Peace. 
Honeft. Habits they all wore, -. 
In outward ſhow moſt Lamb- like and Divine: 
But inward of all Vices they had ſtore, 1 
Greedy as Wolves, and ſenfual too as Swine. 
Like her, the Sacred Seriptures they had-all by Heart, 
Moſt eaſily could quote, and turn to any part, 
Backward repeat it all, as Witches Prayers do, 
And for their turn, interpret backward too. 
Idolatry with her was held impure, 
Zecauſe beſides her felf no Idol the'd endure. 
$ Though not to paint, fh'ad arts to change the Face, 
| nd alter it in Heav'nly faſhion. © 
Lewd Whining ſhe defin'd a Mark of Grace, 
here And making ugly Faces was Mortification. 
Her late dead Pander was of well-known Fame, 
Old Presbyrer Rebellion was his Name: 


He 
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She a ſworn Foe to KING, his Peace, and Laws, 
So will be ever, and was call'd (bleſs us!) TH? 
GOOD OLD CAUSE 

fon RD on it Kei © 14s 2; 

A. time there was, (a ſad one too) 

| When all things wore the face of Woe, 
When many Horrors rag'd in this our Land, 

And a deſtroying Angel was ſent down, 

To ſcourge the Pride of this Rebellious Town, 
He came, and o'er all Britain ſtreteh'd his conqu'ring 
Till in th* untroddem Streets unwholſome Graſs | hand; 

Grew of great ſtalk, its Colour groſs, 

And melancholick pois' nous green; 

Like thoſe coarſe ſickly Weeds on an old Dunghil 
Where ſome Murrain-murther'd Hog, I ſeen, 
Poiſon'd Cat, or ſtrangled 1 

In rottenneſs had long unburied laid, 

And the cold Soil productive made. 

Birds of ill Omen hover'd in the Air, 

And by their Cries bad us for Graves prepare; 
And, as our Deſtiny they ſeem'd t'unfold, 
PDropt dead of the fame fate they had foretold. 
That dire Commiſſion ended, down there came 

Another Angel with a Sword of Flame : - 

: - Deſolation ſoon he made. 

And our new Sodom low in Aſhes laid. 

ions and Diftruſts then did amongſt us rife, 
When, in her pious old Diſguiſe, | - 

This Witch with all her Mifehief-making Train 

| to ſhew her ſelf again. | 
The Sons of old Rebellion ftrait ſhe ſummon'd all; 
Strait they were ready at her call: 

Once more th' old Bait before their Eyes ſhe caſt, 
That and her Love they long' d to taſt; 

And to her Luft he drew them all at laſt. 

. So Reuben (we may read of heretofore) [W hore, 
Was led aſtray, and i en with his Father's 


FS 


f1 #1 


| The born to conceal her lewd Intent 
In ſafety from obſerving Eyes, 
« e Th' old 


— A ooo a 
es a * — — —— — Oe 8 ——U— — 


— Cn — e———_— — — — 2 dd whe ——U— — 


MS | =o * * % ; 
 MiscELLANY PorMs. 209 - 
Th' N did her ſelf diſguiſe 
In comely/Weeds, and to the City went, 
Affected Truth, much Modeſty, and Grace, 
And (like a worn- out Suburb-Trull ) paſt there for a 
Thither all her Lovers flock'd, {new Face. 
And there for her ſupport ſhe found | 
A Wight, of whom Fame's Trumpet much does 
With all ingredients for bis bus*neſs ſtockt, [ſound, 
Not unlike him whoſe Story has a Place hh 
In th' Annals of Sir Hudibras. 
Of all her. bus'neſs He took care; 
And every Knave or Fool that to her did repair, 
Had by him admittance there, 0 
hll his Contrivance to her did reſort 
en, who had been diſguſted at the Court. 
Thoſe whpſe Ambition had been croſt, 
Or by ill Manners had Preferments loſt, 
Were thoſe on-whom ſhe praf@is'd moſt her Charms, 
Lay neareſt to her Heart, and oft'neſt in her Arms. 

Int'reſt in every Faction, every Set ſhe ſought ; 

And to her Lure, flatt'ring their Hopes; ſhe brought: 

All thoſe who uſe Religien for a Faſhion. 

All ſuch as practiſe Forms, and take great Pains 
= — wy their Godlineſs their Gains, | 

And thrive by. the Diſtractions of a Nation, 

She by her Art enſnar'd, and fetter'd in her Chains. 

Through her the Atheiſt hop'd to purchaſe Toleration, 
The Rebel Pow'r, the beggar'd Spend-thrift Lands, 

Out of the King's or Biſbops Hands. 

Nay, to her fide at laſt ſhe drew in all the rude, 
Ungovernable, headlong Multitude: | 
Promis'd ſtrange Liberties, and ſure Redreſs 
Of neyer-felt, unheard-of Grievances : ; 
Pamper'd their Follies, and indulg'd their Hopes, 

With May-day-Routs, November Squibs, and burning 

Paſi-board Popes. #7 : 


Wich her in common Luſt did mingle all the Crew, 


Till at the laſt ſhe pregnant grew, 


And from her Womb, in little time, brought forth 


This monſtrous, moſt deteſted Birth, 
Of Children born with Teeth w'ave heard, 
And ſome like Comets with a Beard; 


. 


Which ſeem'd to be fore-runners' of dire Change; 


But never hitherto was ſeen, 


Born from a Mapping Drab, or Shoreditch Quean, 


A form like this ſo hideous and ſo ſtrange. 


To help whoſe Mother in her Pains, there came 


Many a well-known Dame. 
The Bawd Hypocrsſie was there, 
And Madam Inpudence the Fair: 
Dame Scandal with her ſquinting Eyes, 
That loves to ſet good Neighbours at debate, 
And raiſe Commotions in a jealous State, 


Was there, and Malice Queen of far-ſpred Lies, 


With all their Train of Frauds and Forgeries. 
But Midwife Muting, that buſie Drab, 
| That's always talking, always loud, 
Was ſhe that firſt took ap the Babe, 
And of the Office moſt was proud. 
Behold its head of horrid form appears: 
To ſpight the Pillory it had no Ears, 


When ſtrait the Bawd ery'd out, 'rwas ſurely kin 


: To the bleſt Family of Pryy. 
Zut Scandal offer'd to depoſe her Word, 
5 or hes eu _—_ — —— I 
The Note was ugly, and bi | 
Broad, and ſnowty like 15 Pig; s i 
W he would in — e to di 
Love to caſt ſtinking Satyrs up in ill-pil'd Rhymes, 
And live by the wn of unhappy Times. 
| XIII 


They promis'd all by turns to take him, 
; And a hopeful Youth to make him. 
To nurſe he ſtrait was fent 
To a Siſter-witeh, though of another ſort, 
One who profeſt no good, nor any meant: 


All day ſhe practis d Chaums, by night ſhe hardly flept 
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Yet in the outcaſts of a 8 factious Town, 
A little erer Monk on of her, own, * rl 
W berg 2 6ud to wu did reſort, oy 


"Hell ſhe A = gre and. $aian was ber G0 7 F 
And many an ugly. loathſgmeToad- - 
 Crawl'd round her Walls, and croak'd. 
Under her Roof all diſmal, black, and ſmoak'd, 
Harbour'd Beetles, * unwholſome Bats, 
Sprawliag neſts of little Cats: f 
All which —— ſus chexiſhid with herblood, 
To make her. Spells ſucceed;and/ good. 
Still at her riyell'd Breaſts they hung. when-e' er man- 
kind ſhe curſt, Ao 
And with theſe Foſter-brathren was our Monſter nurſt. 
In little ou the Hell-bred Brat 
; Grew hong and fat, 
Without his Leadiag-ftrings could walk, 
And {as the; — taught him) — 
| At ſeven years old he went to School, 
ö : Whore firſt 1 
( ever would he learn as taught, ; 
But ſi new — ao and new Methods fought, 
Mot that he wanted 
 T'improye i in Letters, proceed to Arts; 
But as 1 as 2 | 
Of all perverſeneſs brutiſhly- was full, . 
(By. Nas idle) loy'dto-ſhift and lie, 
1 th 
Till ſpight of Natures ug great pains, Sot, 
(And th'. influence of th ill Genius of our Land) N 
At laſt in part began to . 
Some inſight in the Latin Tongue he got; 
Could — retty well, and write too a plain hand. 
For which his Guardians all thought fit, 
In Compliment to his moſt bopeful Wit, 
He ſhould be ſent to learn the Laws, 
And out of the good _ n EIS new Cauſe. 


We ad XIV. In 
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In "which the lane to Ape 11 Mind,” 

; As 2 = way 4 15 «og \ 
To ſearch in hidden paths, an uried find, 
A Vretch's Converſe: much he e | 
One who this World, as that did Him, diſown'd, 

And in an- unfrequented Corner, Where 
Nothing was pleaſant, hardly healthful found, 
He led his hated life 
Needy, and even of Neceſſaries Water 
No Servant had he, Clüldren, Friend, or Wik: 
But of a little remnant; got by Fraud, 
(For all ill turns he loy'd, all good Letelted, and be. 


liev'd no God,) 
iro Thrice. in a Week he chang da hoarded Groat, 
With which of Beggars Scraps he bought, + 
Then from a neigbb'ring Fountain Water got,) 
Not to be clean, but ſlake his Thirſt. 
He never bleſt himſelf, and all things elſe he curſt. 
The Cell in which he (though but eo ſlept, 
Lay like ai Den, uncleans'd, unſwe 3 
And there., thoſe Jewels which be lov'd, 5 kept; 
Old worns-out Statutes, and Records 
of Commons Privileges, and the Rights of Lords. 
But bound up by themſelves with Care were laid. 
All the Acts, Nee and Orders made, 
8 By che old Long Rump-Parliament,. * 
Through.all the Changes of its Government: 
From which with readineſs he could debate , 
Concerning Matters of the State | 
Al down trom Godly 1 one to Horrid Forty, eight, 


= His FriendſMip Wi our r Monſter ſought 

By Inſtinct, and by Inclination too: - 
80 without much ado 3 . 

| They were together brought) taugl.. 

To him Obedience 1 Libell: Hoke, and by. Kina a | 

le learnt of him al Goodneſs to deteſt; 
To be * of no Diſgrace; 


— 
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In all things but Obedience, to be Beaſt; $14 
To hide a Cowatd's Heart, and new a hardy Face. 
He taught him to call Government a Clog, 
But to bear_Beatings like a Dog: 
T'ave no 72571 Honeſty, or Senſe, | : 
But to profeſs them all for 4 Pretence, _ _. 
Fraught with theſe; Morals, he began . 
To compleat him more for Man: 
Diſtinguiſht to him in an hour 


1 'Twixt Legiſlative, and Judicial Power: 
How to frame a Commonwealth, _ 
And Democracy, by ſtealt + 
be. cy. | 
To palliate it at firſt,” and cry © 


'Twas but a Well mix d Monarchy. © 
And Treaſon Salus 1 | | 
Into Rebellion to divide the Nation, 
By fair Committees 4 Aſſociation , 
How by a lawful means to bring 
In Arms againſt himſelf. the KING, 
With a diſtinguiſhing old Trick Wot | 
'Twixt perfons Natural, ind Politick; - __ 1 
How to make faithful Servants Trayzors, . ' g 
Thorough-pac'd Rebels Legiſſator , 
And at laſt, Troopers, Adſuta lor. : 
Thus well-inform'd, and furniſht with enough, _ 
Of ſuch like wordy, canting Stuff, = 
Our Blade ſet forth, and quickly grew 
A Leader in a factious Crex. 
Where-e'er he came, twas he firſt ſilence broke, 
And. ſwell'd with every word he ſpoke, WW 
By which becoming ſawey Grace, 8 
He gain'd Authority and Place: 
By many for Preferments was thought fit, 
For talking Treaſon without Fear or Wit; 
For opening Failings in the State; 
For loving noifie and unſound Debate, „ 
Ind wearing of a Myſtical green Ribband in his Hat. 
XVI. 


Thus, like Alcides in his Lion's skin, 
He very dreadful grew, 


— 
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But, like that Hercules when Love crept in, 
Aud th' Hero to his Piſtaff drew, 
His Foes, that found him, ſaw he was but Man: 
So when my faithleſs Clio by her Snare 
Had brought him to her Arms, and I ſurpriz d him ther, 
At once to hate and ſeorn him 1 began; 
To ſee how fgoliſhly ſh'ad dreſt. 
And for diverſion trickt the Beaſt. 
He was Poetry all-o'er, 
- _... Oneviy fide, behind, before: 
About him nothing could 1 ſee, _ 
But particolour'd Poetry. 
Painter s Advices, Letanies, 
Ballads, and all the ſpurious exceſs. 
| Of INs that Malice could deviſe, 
/ Or ever ſwarm'd from a licentions Prefs, 
Hung round about him like a Spell: 
And in his own hand too was writ, 
That worthy piece of modern Wit, 
Me Country's late Appl. 555 
But from ſuch Ills when will our wretched State 
Befreed ? and who ſhall cruſh this Serpent's head 
*Tis ſaid we may in Ancient Legends read 
Of a huge Dragon ſent by Fate 
| To lay a ſinful Kingdom waſte ; 
So through it all he rang'd, deyouring as he paſt, 
And each day with a Virgin broke his faſt, 
Till wretched Matrons curſt their W ombs, U 
So hardly was their Loſs endur d- 
The Lovers all deſpair'd, and ſought their Tombs 
In the _ Monſter's Jaws, and of their Pains wen 
cur? . . 1 N 
'Till, like our Monſter too, and with the ſam: WW \ 
Curſt ends, to the Metropolis he came. 
m His Cruelties renew'd again, .. 
* And Reg day a Maid was ſlain. -- 
The curſe through ev'ry Family had paſt, 1 
When to the Sacrifice at laſt 
Th' unhappy Monarch's only Child muſt bow: 
A Royal Daughen needs muſt ſuffer then, a ROYAL 
meer XVII. 0. 
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On him this Pragan Zidel. needs will ben, 
0 On Him — — 1 1 [ OT 
His ſordid Venom, and prop phan'd 27 
ere, With ſpurious Verſe his 4; ls, _— : 


Wh Mall fer ever ft 
Unblemiſnt, and to Ages al, 
When all his Foes lie buried in aheir Chame: 
Elſe tell me why .(fome: Prophet chat is wiſe). 
Heav'n took ſuch Care 
To make him every thing that's rare, [ 
ns to the Heart, defirous to the Eyes. 
Why do all good Men bleſs Him as he goes? 
2 Ants Preſence ſhrink his Faes ? 
wy 05 ae Brave all-Rrive-his Honour to- [200 2 
N e World is he diſtinguiſnt molt 
which but few ean boaſt, | 
Juſt Maſter, and a Faithful Friend + 
" "aw who never yet did wrong | 
To high or low, to old or young > 
"of Him what Orphau can com ba 
Olf Him What Widow make 
But. ſuch as wiſh! Him here — 1 
And miſs his Goodneſs now He's pone, 


If this be (as I am ſure tis) true, 
Then pry thee, Prophet, tell me too, 
Why lives he in the World's Eſteem, 
„ Not one Man's Foe? and ** then are 10 t all Men 
| Friends with Him? | 
mb XVIII. : 
en A When-e'er-his Life was ſet at take - 


For his ungrateful Country's ſake, - © 
me What Dangers or what Labours did He ever ſhun ? 
Or what Wonders has not done ? 
Watchful all Night, and buſie all the Day, 
(Spreading his Fleet in ſight of Holland's Shore) 
Triumphantly he ſaw bis Flags and Streamers play. 
Then did-the Engliſh Lion roar, . 
, , Va aq wo N 5 1 85 
1 iK 1 


, On , | ö | : Big 


— 


And his in TIER, home 4 welcome Naw: þ 


Each honeſt fellow ery'd, Fill full my * 
No diſcontented Vermin of ill Times 
Nor TZibel daſh him with his dirty Rhymes: 
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Zig with the Thoughts of Conqueſt and Re own, 
* Of Britains Meder ard Fru, 1 * N 
To them he like a threathing *Cotrict lind, 
Rough as the Sea, and fuffous As the ind ; 
But conſtant as the Stars that never? oye; 
Or as Women would have Love. 
The trembling Genius of their vente 1 
Lookt out, and ftrait ſhrunk back his ed; 
To ſee our daring Banners ſpread. 
Whilſt in their e the! $3 17 
Like Bittewd Monſters weltring lay: 


— 
ha iy © wt 


The Winds when Ours thiad: kiſt d, eie with 


their Flags to play. 
But drooping like their Captains W, ; 
Flach Pendant, every Streamer hung. 7 
The Seamen ſeem'd t' have loft their Arts, 


Their Ships 'at Anchor” now, of which W had hem 


them boaſt, 05 low bol, 4 


With ill-furl'd Sails; ak Rattlings Jos(e; by every bl 


Lay like' neglected 'Harps;/ Untiin'd; 'unſtrung ; ; 
Wil at the laſt, provok'd with Sbattle, 9 
Forth from their Dens the baited 'Foxes came; 
Foxes in Council; and in Fight too Grave: 
Seldom true, and How? ot brave; 
They bluſter'd out the Day with ſhew of Fight, 
* ran away in 1 name Wight.” 
IX. 


A bloody Bartel: next was fought, © 


brought, 
With Spoils'of viatory, and Glory fraught. 


To Him then every Heart was open, down 


From the Great Man to the Clown; 

- In Him Rejoic'd, to Him-enclin'd : 

And as his Health — the glad Board did ah 
And ſhew'd the neſs of his Mind: 


Durſt then affront him but in ſhow j/ 


Net 
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Nor may he live in peace that does it now. 
And wlioſe Heart would not wiſh ſo oo 
That chad bit enn 175 ooh nf 
When his tumultuous miſled Foes Be. A 
inſt Him roſe, 'B No 5 Na ni bun 
With what Heroick grace al * 
He choſe the weight of wrong to —— 
No Tempeſt on his Brow, unalter'd in his Face, 
True witneſs of the Innocence within, ; 
But when the; Meſſengers: did Mandates bring 
For his retreat to Foreign Land. 
Since ſent from the relenting and 
Of the moſt Loving BROTHER, Kindeſt KING ; 
If in his heart Regret did riſe, - 
It never ſcap'd his Tongue or Eyes: 
With ſteady- Virtue 'twas aay'd. 
And like a mighty _—_ ror Ho obry 4. 


It was a dark ov Ae Day, 
Sad as the Bus'neſs, ſullen coc, 2 
F Ass proud Men, when in vain they woo, 

J Or Soldiers cheated of their pay. f 

The Court, where Pleaſures us'd to flow, 
Became the Scene of Mourning, and of Woe. 

Deſolate was every Room, 

Where Men for News and Bus neſs uſe to come. 
With folded Arms and down-caſt Eyes men . 

In corners and with [caution talk C. 

All things prepar'd, the Hour grew, near 
When he muſt part: his laſt ſhort time was ſpent 
In leaving Ble on his Children dear. 

To them with eager Haſte, and Love he went: 
The Eldeſt firſt embrac'd, * 

As newborn Day in Beauty bright, 

But ſad in Mind as deepeſt Night. | 
What tendreſt Hearts could ſay, betwixt them paſt ; 

Till Grief too eloſe upon them crept”: 

So ſighing he withdrew, She turn'd away and wept. 
Much of the Father in his Breaſt did riſe, 
When on the next he fixt his Eyes, 


, 


— 


as, 


Net 4 


F Where, to:convey Them;did:rwo: Royal 
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A tender niant inthe Nurfe's: Arms, {Att © 
Full of kind-Blay;.and'ipy Charms. 
And as to give the Farewel Ks. near it drew, 
About his manly neck two little Arms it threw; 
Smil'd in his Eyes, as if it begg'd his ſtay, 
. And look'd kind -——— 46h it could. . 
But the great pomp of Grief was yet to come 
| Th' appointed time was almoſt: 
Th' impatient Tides knock dat che Shore, and bid hin 
: To ſeek'a/ForeignHome; © ſhakk 
The — 8 — — t⸗ — c 
Diſdaini s Suffering to c | 
Though every: ſtep ſeem'd trod withPain ; 
So forth 9 attended on his way" 
By a ſad lamenting” Throng, 
That bleſt him — about him hun 
A weight his enerous Heart could hardly bear, 
But for. the Comfort that was near. 
His Beauteous MA T E, the Fountain of his Jon 
"That fed his Soul with Love; 
The Cordial that can mortal Pains remove, 
To which all worldly Rleſſings elſe are Toys 
I ſaw them ready for departure ſtand, 
Juſt when approachd the Monurth: of our Land, | 
And took the charming AMournor by the hand. 
. T” expreſs all nobleſt Offices he ſtrove 
Of Royal Goodneſs, and a Brother's: Love. 
Then down tothe. Shore fide; 


he A -M ris 
With ſolemn pace t FR: 
And there ſo D 
All riev'd by ſympathy" to ſee them part, 
And their kind Pains touch'd each By-ſtander's het 
Then hand in hand*the'pity'd' Pair 


 Turn'd*routd, to face” Fate: W 

Se ev'n amidſt Afflicrions Fair; An 
5a OE reſt; fill} Gren-. -4 
Into th' — at with haſte they went; * 
Where, as the-troubled- Fair one to the Shore 4 0 


- wilhes s et; 


 MisceL.Lany Porms, 217 
For that dear Pledge ſh'ad left behind, 
And as her Paſſion grew too mighty for her Mind, 
She of ſome Tears her Eyes beguiPd; _ © 
Which, as upon her Cheek they lar, 
The happy Hero kiſt 3 | 17; | 
And, as ſhe wept, bluſt'd with Diſdain, and ſmil'd, 


Thames : = 15 | | 
The well-ftruck Oars laye up the ef Streams, 
All fixt their longing Eyes, and wilking food, | 
Till they were got inta the wider Flood; 

Till lefſen'd out of fight, and ſeen no more: 
Then ſigh'd, and turn d into the hated Shore. 


| % : 
& he 4 — _—_— * 1 
—— — — — — 

— 


On Mr. WAL L E R. 


| By Mr. T. RYMER, 


Aller is dead; and lofty Number's loft. 
Now Engliſh Verſe (with nothing left to boaſt) 
May hobble on, and vex good Pindar's Ghoſt. 
What was it Three and Ezghty Years to live? 

Short is this Boon to what the Muſes give: 

They ſo Inſur'd his Immortality, 


Two Ages he the Sacred Garland bore; 
Peerleſs in this, and Priuce of that before. 
Rare Genius, his; alike their Glory made, | 
In glittering Courts, and-in the Country Shade. 
There, by four Kings belov'd, how high he ſhone? 
Inſeparable Jewel of the Crown; 55 hs 
Yet thence no borrow'd Heat, or Luſtre got, 
Warm of 'himfelf; and sum he wanted not. 

And if the Diamond ſtood hard Fortune's ſhock, 
Thanks to his bl Hereditaty Rock, 

For all the Court, for all the Muſes Snares; 
Dur Journals alfo tell his publick Cares, 


Straight forth they launch into the high-ſwoln - 


That ſearce he knew, in any kind, to die. 8 


From 


1 


une The Fine Pann of 1 
Mithin thoſe Walls if we Apalls knew, 


As he had come from Counci 


Set looſe from all Eeeleſiaſtick Chain, 


0 Our ſtubborn Body is not us'd fo ill; | 


What g fills his Verſe, your Care defines; 
il 


From James to James they count him o'er and oe, 
In. four Succeſſive Reigns, à Senator. 
On him, amidſt the legiſlative Throng, | 


Their Eyes, and Ears, and every Heart they hung, 


on . 
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Leſs. could he warm, nor throw a Shaft ſo true. 
What Life, what Lightning blanch'd around the Char! 
{It was no Houſe it Waller was not there:) 
And that Reſpect ſtill to bis ne Nods, 

s of the. Gods. 


= 


How would he tune their contradicting Notes? | 


— 
— 


: 


With ready Wit facilitate the Votes? © 
And in his Verle, ſo ev'ry Where diſplay 
An Air of ſomething Great, and ſomething Gay! 
And, like Amphion, when he form'd a Town, 
ut Life in ey'ry Stock, and ey'ry Stone? 
Oh! had he liv'd one Meeting more to. ſit, 
How would the Times his generous Mind have hit? 
Whathe ſo long conteſted for, in yain, 


X > >» OO Lb» be yt toy be 


Sc 


With Tranſport he would find Religion free, 

And now no longer a Monopoly. . _.  - _ 80 

_ Watch Home, and Harbour; nay, ſhut up the Sta: 

But who ſhall &er with Heav'n our Traffick fta)? 

Or there erebt a Block-houſe in the way? | 

It muſt no Rack (that foreign Engine) feel, © 

And yet they bring poor Conſcience to the Wheel. 

Error they ſcourge; ſo Children whip their Top ; 

The certain, only means to keep it 8p. 
Thus would ne play, and many a pointed Jeſt 

Still fling againſt che perſecuting Paal. ; | 

Eaſie to run in endlefs Hiſtories; . 

Tracing a Life of one who never dies. 

How be the Orbs of Courts and Councils moy'd: 

But, Muſes, how he Sung, and how he TLov'd! 


Amongſt the Stars how Sachariſſa ſhines: 
How {till her Altars fume with Sacrifice, 
When gone are all the Goddeſſes of Greece, 
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age and Wit he rais d to ſuch an height, 
We ſhould ſuſpect, with him, the Empire's Fate, 8 
Did not Auſpicious James ſupport the Weight. 
This Northern Speech refin'd to that degree, 
Soft France we ſcorn, nor envy Italy: 
But for a fit Compariſon muſt ſeek 
In Virgil's Latin, or in Homer's Greek, 
Anger is mad; and Choler mere Diſeaſe: 
His Muſe ſaw what was ſweet, and what would pleaſe : 
Still led where Nature's beauteous Rays entice, 
Not touching vile-Deformities, or Vice, 
Here no Chimera skips, no Goblin frights ; 
No Satyr's here, nor Monſter elſe, that bites. 
Sweetneſs his very Vinegar allay'd ; 
And all his Snakes in Ladies Boſoms play'd. 
Nature rejoic'd beneath his charming Power 
His lucky hand made every thing a Flower. 
So every Shrub to Jeſſamm improves z 
And rudeſt Holts, to — Myrtle Groves. 
Some, from a Sprig he careleſly had thrown, 
Have furniſh'd a whole Gardez of their own. 
Some, by a Spark that from his Chariot came, 
Take Fire, and blaze, and raiſe a deathleſs Name. 
Others a luckleſs Imitation try; _ A 
Ind, whilſt they ſoar, and whilſt they venture high, 
lutter and flounce, but have not Wing to fly. 
Some, in looſe Words their empty Fancies bind, 
hich whirl about, with Chaſf, before the Wind. 
Here, brave Conceits in the Expreſſion fail: 
here, big the Words, but with no Senſe at all. 
till Waller's Senſe might Waller's Language truſt ; 
oth pois'd, and always bold, and always juſt, 
None c'er fn each that ſtrange Felicity, 8 


71 


r 
V here Thoughts are eaſie, Verſe ſo ſweet, and free, 
Let not deſcend one Step from Majeſty. 


yd! 


4 


Vor, I. L | on 


— — — — ̃ ͤtꝗg —·˙¾ꝗÄ7Ü Äp— 


218 The FIRST PART of 
On the Infanta of Portugal. 


H OW Cruel was Alonxo's Fate, 
To fix his Love ſo high; ._ 
That he muſt periſh for her Hate, 
Or for her Kindneſs _= - 


Tortur'd and Mangl'd, Cut and Maim'd, 

l 'th' midſt of all his Pain, 3 

He with his dying Breath proclaim' d, 
"Twas better than Diſdain, 


= ot Mt a» oc ts oo 


. 
The Gentle Nymph, long ſince deſign'd 
For the bets Monſienr's Bed; N Tl 
Now to a holy Goal confin'd, | 
Drops Tears for eyery Bead. 
CONES 1c” 
Tell me ye Gods, if when a King 
Sufters for Impotence: | 
If Love be ſuch a —— thing, 
What can be Innocence? 


An Epitaph on the Lord Fairfax, 
By the D. of BucxinG HAM, 


Nder this Stone does lie 
One born for Victory. 
Fairfax the Valiant, and the only He, 
Who-e'er for that alone a Conqueror would be. 
Both Sexes Virtues were in him combin'd : 
He had the Fierceneſs of the manlieſt Mind, | 
And eke the Meekneſs too of Womankind. 
He never knew what Envy was, or Hate; 
His Soul was fill'd with Worth and Honeſty, 
And with another thing quite out of date, 
| Call'd Modeſty, 


!k 


II. H 0 in 


— 
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U M RH e | 
He ne'er ſeem'd — —— bart in the Field; a Place 
Where Impudence it (elf dares ſeldom ſhew her Faces 
Had any Stranger be him in the Room 10 
With ſome of tho e whom he had overcome, 
And had not heard their Talk, but only ſeen 
Their Geſture and their Mien, | 
They would have ſworn he had the Vanquiſh'd been; 
For as they brag'd, and dreadful would appear, 
While they their own ill lucks in War repeated, 
His Modeſty ſtill made him bluſh to hear 
How often he had them defeated. | 
.. 
Through his whole Life the part he bore 
Was Wonderful and Great; 
And yet, it ſo appear'd in nothing more, 
Than in br private laſt Retreat: 
For it's a ſtranger thing to find — 
One Man of ſuch a glorious Mind, 
As can diſmiſs the Pow'r h' has got, 
han Millions of the Polls and Braves, 
hoſe deſpicable Fools and Knaves, | 
Who ſach a Pother make, f. 
Through Dulneſs and Miſtake, 
In ſeeking after Power, but get it not. 


. 


Then all the Nation he had won, 1 1 
And with Expence of Blpod had bought 
Store great enough he thought 
Of Fame and of Renown; 
He then his Arms laid down, 
„ With full as little Pride 
Is if he had been of his Enemy's Side, 
Dr one of them cou'd do that were undone 2 
He neither Wealth nor Places ſought; * 
For others; not himſelf he- fought. 
le was content to know, | 
For he had found it fo, - | 
ut when he pleas'd to conquer, he was able, 
LH al left the Spoil and Plunder to the Rabble : % | 
P FF LS e 
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| He might have been a King, N 
But that he underſtood - ' | T] 
How. much it is a meaner.thi 04 By 
To be unjuſtly Great, than honourably Good, 0 
: | Fs St TR | In 

This from the World did Admiration draw, Vl 
And from his Friends both Love and Awe, T} 


| Haney in Fight he did before: 

And his Foes loy'd: him too, | 
As they were bound to do, 

[Becauſe he was reſolv'd to fight no more. * 

So bleſt of all, he dy'd; but far more bleſt were we, 

It we were ſure to live, till we could ſee ö 

A Man as great in War, in Peace as juſt as he. 


— 


2»•»„—L 


To the Memory of my Noble Friend, 
Mr. WALLER. 


By Sir JohN COTTON, Bar. 


N Sleep, beneath the Shade in Flow'ry Fiell, i": 
; To th' weary Traveller more Pleaſure yields; 

Nor, to & Aubert © Thirſt, the living Spring, 

I' th' heat of Summer, more delight does bring; 
Than unto me thy well-tun'd. Numbers do, 
In which thou. doſt both pleagg and profit too, 
Born in a Clime where Storms and Tempeſts gron 
Far from the Place where Helicon does flow: 

The Muſes travell'd far to bleſs thy Sight. 

And taught thee how to Think, and how to Write. 
Th' * Aſcrean Shepherd tells us he indeed * Heſi 
Had ſeen. them dancing, while his Flocks did feed, 
Not Petrarch's Laura, nor riſe Stella's Fame, 


Shall longer live than Sachariſſa's Name, 
Thou do'ſt not write like thoſe, who brand the Time 
And themſelves moſt, with ſharp Satyrick Rhimes: 
Nor does thy Muſe, with ſmurry PIE: tear 
The modeſt Virgin's chaſte and tender Ear, , 
: tee 
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Fiee from their Faults, what- e' er thy Muſe indites, 
Not Ovid, nor Tibullus ſofter writes. 
The choice of tuneful Words t'expreſs our Thought, 
By thy Example we have firſt been taught. 
Our Engliſh Virgil, and our Pindar too, f Cowley. 
In this ('tis ſaid) ſome Negligence did ſhew. 114 
Jul add but this, left while I think to raiſe 
Thy Worth, I kindly injure thee with Praiſe; 

Thy Verſes have a Genius, and muſt 

Live until all things crumble into Duſt. 


24. th. _— 


K 


Upon my Noble F. riend, Mr. Wal LER. 
By Sir THOMAS HiGGoONs. 


Hough 1 can add but little to his Name, 
W hoſe Muſe hath giv'n-him ſuch immortal Fame; 
et, in the Crowd -of thoſe who dreſs his Hearſe, 
I.come to pay the Tribute of a Verſe. | | 
Athens and Rome, when Learning flouriſh'd moſt, 
ould never ſuch a finiſh'd Poet boaſt: 
Whoſe matchleſs ſoftneſs in the Engliſh Tongue 
Dut-does what Horace, or Anacreon Sung. 
1 does ſome to Reputation raiſe; 
nd for Invention others wear the Bayes : 
1 un both, with ſuch a Talent ſtill, 
$ ſhew'd not only force of Wir, but Skill. 
o faultleſs was his Muſe, *tis hard to know 
f he did more to Art, or Nature owe. 
Lead where you will, he's Muſick all along, 
Ind his Senſe eaſie, as his Thought is ſtrong, 
Wome ſtriving to be Clear, fall Flat and Low; 
Ind when they think to mount, obſcure they grow, 
e is not darker for his — Flight; | 
or does his Eaſineſs depreſs his 14 | 
er ſtill perſpicuous, where-ſoe'er he fly, 


nd, like the Sun, is brighteſl, when he's high. 
L3 
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Ladies admire, and taſte his gentle Vein, 
Which does the greateſt Stateſmen entertain. 
His Verſes do all ſorts of Readers warm, 
Philoſophers inſtru, and Women charm, 

Nor did he all Men in his Verſe out-do, 

But gave the Law in Converfation too: 

He tun'd the Company. where-e'er he came, 
Still leaving with them ſomething of his Flame. 
He * Nature made for every thing, | 
And could harangue, and talk, as well as ſing; 
Perſuade in Council, and Aſſemblies lead; 
Now make them bold, and then as much afraid: Al 
Give them his Paſſions, make them of his Mind; 
And their Opinion change, as be inclin e. 
The Engliſh he hath to Perfection brought: 
And we to ſpeak are by his Meaſures taught. 
"Thoſe very Words, which are in Faſhion now, 
He brought in Credit half an Age ago. 

Thus Petrarch mended the Italian Tongue; 

And now they ſpeak the Language which he ſung, 
"They both like Honour to their Countries do; 
Their Saints they both inimitably woo, 

They both alike Eternity do give: 

And Sachariſſa ſhall with Laura live. 


— a — — 
UPON THE 
Duke of BUCKINGHAM' 
Being in Diſgrace ac burt, in the Tear 100 
1 
ell, 


When this Man fell, there roſe great Sorrow 
In Rome, Geneva, Sedom and Gomorrah. + 


D APHE 
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DAPHNISad CHLOE. 


By ANDREW Maxvert, Eſq, 


Aphnis muſt from Chloe part : 
D Now is come the diſmal Hour 
That muft all his Hopes devour, 
All his Labour, all his = 
Nature, her own Sexes foe, 

Long had taught her to be coy : 
But ſhe neither knew t' enjoy, 
Nor yet let her Lover go, 
" * 

Put with this ſad News ſurpriz'd, 
Soon ſhe let that Niceneſs fall; 
And would gladly yield to all, 

$0 it had his ſtay compriz'd. 


e, well read in all the ways | 
yy which Men their Siege maintain, 
new not that, the Fort to gain, 
Petter twas the Siege to raiſe, 


8 V. 
jut he came ſo full poſſeſt | 
Vith the Grief of Parting thenee, 
That he had not ſo much Senſe 
Is to ſee he might be bleſt. 
VI. 
WT'll Love in her Language breath'd 
Fords ſhe never ſpake before; 
Nut than Legacies no more 
d a dying Man bequeath'd. 

VII. 

or, Alas, the time was ſpent, 
ow the lateſt minute's run 


L 4 When 
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When poor Daphnis is undone, 
Between Joy and Sorrow renn. 
J LOND. SLES 3 i. SL 
At that Why, that Stay my Dear, 
His diſorder'd Locks he tare; _ 
And with rouling Eyes did glare, 
And his cruel Fate . 
3 
As the Soul of one ſcarce dead, 
With the ſhrieks of Friends aghaſt, 
Looks diſtracted back in haſte, 1 
And then ſtraight again is 928 : 


So did wretched Daphnis look, 

Frighting her he loved moſt, 

At the laſt, this Lover's Ghoſt 
Thus his Leave reſolved mots 


Are my Hell and Heaven join de 
More to torture him that dies? 
Could departure not ſuffice, | 

But that you muſt then Kr kind} 


Ah my Chloe how have 1 
Such a wretched Minute found, 
When thy Favours ſhould me wound 
More than all thy d | 
III, 
So to the condemned Wight 
The delicious Cup we fill; 
And allow him all he will, 
For his laſt and ſhort Delight. 
XIV, 
But I will not now begin 
Such a Debt unto my Foe z 
Nor to my Departure owe 
What my Preſence 8 win. 
Abſence is too much alone: 
Jetter tis to go in Peace, 
Pa ' Than 
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Than my Loſſes to increaſe 
By a late Fruition. 
9 | XVI. 
Rather I away will pine 
In a manly Stubbornneſs, 
Than be fatted up expreſs 
For the Canibal to dine, 
XVII. 
Whilſt this Grief does thee diſarm, 
All th' Enjoyment of our Love 
But the raviſhment would prove 
Of a Body dead while warm. 

-' © + EVHI. 
Gentler times for Loye are meant : 
Who for parting Pleaſure ſtrain, 
Gather Roſes in the Rain, 
Vet themſelves and ſpoil their Scent, 

— ty | 
Tarewel therefore all the Fruit | 
Which I could from Love receive: | n 
Joy will not with Sorrow weave, | 
Nor will 1 this Grief pollute. ' 
- + 
ate I come, as dark, as fad, : —- 
is thy Malice could deſire; 
et bring with me all the Fire, 
That Love in his Torches had. WES R 
7 . | 80 

it theſe words away he broke; 
es who long has praying lyn, 
Lo his Head's-man makes the Sign, 


ind receives the i. 
| X11 


ut hence Virgins all beware. 
Wt Night he with Phlogis ſlept; 
This Night for Dorinda kept; 
Ind but rid to take the Air. 


XXIII. 


er he does himſelf excuſe; 
er indeed without a Cauſe. 


L $ | Per, 
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For, according to the Laws, 
Why did Chloe once refuſe > 


— — — 


Monſieur St. Euremont. 1684. 


8 Aller, qui ne ſent rien des Maux de la vieilleſſe, 
Dent la wivacite fait bonte aux jeunes Gens; 
Sattache a la Beautẽ | peak vivre plus long temps, 
Et ce qu'on nomeroit dans un autre foibleſſe, | 
Eft en ce rare Eſprit une ſage tendreſſe, _ 

Qui le fait reſiſter à Pinjure des Ans. 


In Engliſh, by T. R. 


AI N Gallants, look on Waller, and deſpair: 
He, only he, may boaſt the Grand Receit, 
Of Fourſcore Years he never feels the weight: 
Still in his Element, when with the Fair; 
There gay, and freſb, driuks in the roſie Air: 
There Ja fy, he enjoys his leiſure hours; 
Nor thinks of Winter, whilſt amidſt the Flowers. 


.. 


— ä „ — — 


Vpon the Inimitable Mr. W ALL. 
By Mr. GROR GE GIAN VILLE. 


"= HE Wrty, and the Brave, ſurvive the Tomb: 
Poets, and Heroes, Death it ſelf q%ercome: 
By what my_ or act, Immortal made, 
They only change their World, but are not Dead. 
Maller can never die, of Life fecure 
As long as Fame, or aged Time, endure. 
A Tree of Life is ſacred Poetry _ 
| Who-C'er has leave 10 taſte, n never die. 


Een 


* 


Many Pretenders to the Fruit there be, : 
Who againſt Nature's Will do pluck the Tree 
They nibble, and are Damn d: But only thoſe 
Have Bife, who are by partial Nature choſe, 
Waller was Nature's Darling, free to taſte 

Of all her Store; the Maſter of the Feaſt : 

Not like old Adam, ftinted in his Choice, 

But Lord of all the ſpacious Paradiſe. 

Myſteriouſly the Bounteous Gods were kind, 

And in his Favour Contradictions join'd. 

Honeſt and Juſt, yet courted by the Great; 

A Poet, yet a plentiful Eſtate: 

Witty, yet wile; unenvy'd, and = prais'd; 
And ſhew'd the Age could be with Merit pleas'd. 
Malice and Spite, to Virtue certain Foes, 

Were dumb to him, nor durſt his Fame oppoſe; 


And, with his tuneful Song, like Orpheus charm'd. 
To Love, or Buſineſs, both he was inclin'd, 
Could counſel Senates, or make Virgins kind : 
The Factious, with perſuaſive Rhetorick, move, 
Or teach diſdainful Fair Ones how to love; 
The Stubborn of each Sex, to Reaſon bring: 
Like Cato he could ſpeak, like Ovid ling. 
Our Britiſþ Kings are rais'd above the Hearſe, 
Immortal made, in his immortal Verſe. 
No more are Mars and Jove Poetick Theams, 
R But the two peaceful Charleſes, and great James. 
Julia and Delia do no more delight, 
But Sachariſſa now is only bright. 
Nor can the: Paphian Goddeſs longer moye ; 
if But Gloriana is the Queen of Love, 
The Father of ſo many Gods is he, 
He muſt himſelf be ſure ſome Deity. 
1 Mmerua and Apollo- ſhall ſubmit, 
And Waller be the only God of Wit. 
This equal Riſe'be to his Merit given, 
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Thoſe cruel Wolves he tam'd, their Rage diſarm'd, 


On Earth the King, the God of Verſe in Heaven. 
Ariadne 


ae a — —Ü—ĩ——— ——— RR —_S - * — 
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—— 
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Ariadne deſerted by Theſeus, as ſpe fits up- 
on a Rock in the Iſland Naxos, thus com- 
plains. N . pſig 
By Mr, Can TWKTGHT. . 


T Heſeus ! O Theſeus, heark! but yet in vain 
Alas deſerted I complain! | 
It was ſome neighbouring Rock, more ſoft than he, A 
Whoſe hollow. Bowels pitied me, 
And beating back that falſe, and cruel Name, 
Did comfort and revenge my Flame. 


Tell me you Gods, who-e'er you are, . A 
Why, O why made you him ſo fair? Sh 
And tell me Wretch, why thou | 
Mad'ſt not thy ſelf more true? N 
Beauty from him may Copies take, At 
And mare Majeftick Heroes make, | 
And Falſhood learn a-while, 


From him, too, to beguile. 
Reſtore my Clew, 
»Tis here moſt due, TI 
For 'tis a Labyrinth of more ſubtile Art, TI 
To have ſo fair à Face, fo foul a Heart. = 


The ravenous Vulture tear his Breaſt, 
The rowling Stone diſturb his Reſt : 
Let him next feel 
Ixion's Wheel, 
And add one Fable more 
To curſing Poets ſtore; 1 
And then — yet rather let him live, and twine 
His Woof of Days, with ſome thred ſtol'n from mine; 
But if you'll torture him, howe' er, 
Torture my Heart, you'll find him there. 


"Till my Eyes drank up his, 
And his drank mai 
5 
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I ne'er thought Souls might kiſs, © 

And Spirits joins” g 
Pictures till then 2 
Took me as much as Men, 

Nature and Art 
Moving alike my Heart. 
But his fair Viſage made me find _ 
Pleaſures and Fears, | 
Hopes, Sighs, and Tears, 
As ſeveral Seaſons of the Mind. 
Shou'd thine Eye, Venus, on his dwell 
Thou wguldft invite him to thy Shell, 
And caught by that live Jet | 
Venture the ſecond Net, 
And after all thy Dangers, faithleſs he, 
Shouldſt thou but lumber, wou'd forſake ev'n thee, 


The Streams ſo court the yielding, Banks, 

And gliding thence ne'er pay their Thanks, 
The Winds ſo woo the Flow'rs, 
Whiſp'ring among freſh Bow'rs, | 

And having. robb'd them-of their Smells, 

Fly thence perfum'd to other* Cells. 
This is familiar Hate to Smile and Kill, 

W Though _— pleaſe thee, yet my Ruin will, 

Death hover, hover o'er me then, 

Waves let your Cryſtal :Womb'' 

Be both my Fate, and Tomb, 

I'll ſooner truſt the Sea, than Men, 

And yet O Nymphs below who fit, 

In whoſe ſwift Floods his Vows he writ 
Wnatch a ſharp Diamond from the richer Mines, 
Wind in ſome Mirrour grave theſe ſadder Lines 

Which let fome God convey | 

To him, that ſo he may 3 
In that both read at once; and ſee 
Thoſe Looks that caus'd my Deſtiny. 

u Thetis' Arms I Ariadne ſleep, 


1 
Prown'd firſt by my own Tears, then in the Deep; 


Twice 
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Twice baniſh'd, firſt by Love, and then by Hate, 
The Life that 1 preſery'd became my Fate; 

Who leaving all, was by him left alone, 

That from a Monſter freed, himſelf proy'd one, 


That then I — But lock! O mine Eyes 
Be now true Spies, 
Yonder, yonder 
Comes my Dear, 
Now my Wonder, 
Once my Fear. 
See Satyrs dance along Ns 
In a confuſed Throng. of 
While Horns and Pipes rude noiſe - 
Do mad their luſty Joys, 
Roſes. his Forehead crown, 
And that re-crowns the Flow'rs, 
Where he walks up and down 
He makes the. arts Bow'rs, 
The Ivy, and the. Grape 
Hide, not adorn his Shape, X 
And Green Leaves cloath his waving Rod: 
'Tis either Theſeus, or ſome God. 


8 


ä — 
—— 


HE Muſes Darling, Pride of all the Plains, 
Daphnis, the ſoft, the ſweeteſt of the Swains, 


Long reign'd in Love, for every N he view'd 

He coughe, he only look'd 1A Phe ny 2 

But now the melancholy Youth retires 

Thro' ſhady Groves, and. wanders thro! the Briars 

Sad and alone: At laſt beneath a ſhade - 

Of ſpreading Elm and Beech ſupinely laid 5 
He figh'd, he ſhook his Head, and thus he ſaid: 
When I ſo long, ſo faithfully did wooe, 
And did what Conſtancy and Truth could do, WII 


by 
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hy is my Suit refus'd, my Prayers in yain, 
Mr fo Nu. Endeayours Fae, 'F re cold Bildain 7 12 . 
Muſt Sligbts the lean rewards of Virtne prove? 
Unhappy Daphnis, fatal in thy Love! +1 204 
Long drought the Flow'rs, and ſtorms the lab'ring Bee, 
And unſuccefsful Love hath ruin'd thee. SITY 
This Heaven (had I obſerv'd the Omen well) 
As conſcious of my Fate, did oft foretell ; 
It ſhow'd my flattering Hope ſhould diſappear, 
And waſte like Vapours toſt in flirting Air. 
Laſt Night when careful of my Hocks I went 


Jo ſee my Lambs were fed, and Folds were pent, 


A Flame ſhone round my Head, bur ſoon the Li 

Decay'd, and all around ftood deepeſt Night. 

But is Urania ſo averſe to Love! | 

Could none of all the Rival Shepherds move? 

Ah, Ægon, how I envy thy Succeſs! | 

Thy Fortune greater, tho” thy Charms were leſs: 

Without a long Fatigue, and tedious Suit 

The r was only. and ou —. 4 the Fruit : 

Oh how I pine at thy ſurpriſing Joys? 

Die Biel the is — in — Choice. 

Yet once I hop'd 8 cannot Love perſuade?) 

More kind returns from the obliging Maid : 

Her Looks were ſoft, Smiles on her Cheeks did lye, 

No clowdy frowns obſcur'd the pleaſing Sky: 

Nor could I think that e'er the time would come 

When conſtant Love ſhould prove the Lover's doom: 

The Flow'rs 1 pluckt, the Garlands which 1 wove 

She took, and wore as Badges of my Love: 

She heard my Songs, nor did my Art contemn, 

And ſometimes ſhe would ſtoop to be my Theme: 

Dametas envy'd, Colin tun'd my Lays, 

Whilſt ſhe ſate by, and gladly heard her Praife : 

Sooner ſhall Dolphins o'er the Mountains ſwim, 
graze on Floods, and Bees forget their Thime; 

Than 1 that day, when with a ſmile ſhe led 

The joyful Agen to her promis'd Bed. 

Wich what a high diſdain he marcht along, 

And proudly lookt on the deſpairing Throng ! 1 

e | Yet 


i "WEL UE" 


Yet he ne'er fed the Flocks, ne'er pent the Fold, 7 
Nor bore the Summer's Heat, nor Winter's Cold; 7 
But he had Wealth, and that alone betray'd A 
The heedleſs Mind of the unthinking Maid. F 
Curſt be the Wretch that firſt did Gold diſpenſe, 8 
And robb'd the happy Plains of Innocence! A 
Am I refus'd becauſe my Suit was plain, \ 
The artleſs Courtſhip of an bumble Swain ? * 
You know me not, nor yet the Pains I took, * 
Whilſt A gon ſlept, to feed the weary Flock; V 
How often have the Nymphs beheld me ſweat F 
Beneath the Fury of the Summer's Heat, M 
How often ſeen the Froſt bind up my Hair, E. 
And cry'd, Ah Daphnis, worn with too much Care! T 
- But what avails my Care, what boots my Pain, Y 
But only yields a larger ſubje& to 2 E 
— * — | ro oy — — H 
14117 by ; 90 by | N 
ASTRAA RE D UX. L 
4 POEM on the happy Reſtoration and 2 
Return of His Sacred Majeſty CHaRLEes WT 
the Second, 1660. + 
By JonN DRYDEN... | 1 

Jam redit & Virgo, redeunt Saturnia Regna. . Virg, | ( f 
Jo w with a general Peace the World was ble, I. 
While Ours, -a World divided from the reſt, A 


A dreadful Quiet felt, and worſer far 
Than Arms, a ſullen Interval of War: | As 
Thus when black Clouds draw down the lab'ring Skiet . 


Ere yet abroad the winged Thunder flies, 
An horrid Stillneſs firſt invades the Ear, | 
And in that Silence we the Tempeſt fear, Ir 
Th' Ambitious Swede like reſtleſs Billows toft, n Hl 
On this hand gaining what on that he Joſt, Chowk : 


OY 
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Though in his Life he Blood and Ruin breath d, 
To his now puideleſs Kingdom Peace bequeath' d. 
And Heaven that ſceln'd regardleſs of our Fate, 
For France and Spain did Miracles create, * | 
Such mortal Quarrels to compoſe in Peace 
As Nature bred and Int'reſt did encreaſe. 
We ſigh'd to hear the fair Iberian Bride 
Muſt grow a Lilie to the Lilie's fide, 
While our croſs Stars deny'd us Charles his Bed, 
Whom our firſt Flames and Virgin Love did wed.. 
For his long abſence” Church and State did groan; 
Madneſs the Pulpit, Faction ſeiz'd the Throne; 
i in deep Deſpair was loſt 
To ſee the Rebel thrive, the Loyal croſt: 
Youth that with'Joys had unacquainted been, 
Envy'd Gray hairs that once good Days had ſeen : 
We thought our Sires, not with their own content, 
Had ere we came to age our Portion ſpent, ' 
Nor could our 'Noþles hope, their bold Attempt. 
Who ruin'd Crowns, would. Coronets exempt : 
For when by their 3 Leaders taught Wy 
To ftrike at Pow'r which for themſelves they ſought, 
The Vulgar gull'd into Rebellion, arm'd, 
Their Blood to Action by their Prize was warm'd. 
The Sacred Purple then and Scarlet Gown, 
Like ſanguine Dye, to Elephants was ſhown. 
Thus when the bold Typhexs ſcal'd the Sky, 
And forc'd Great Jove from his own Heav'n to 12 8 
8 (What King, what Crown from Treaſon's reach is free, 
If Jove and Heav'n can violated be?) © 
The lefſer Gods that ſhar'd his proſſ 1 8. State, 
All ſuffer'd in the Exil'd Thund'rer's Fate. 
The Rabble now ſuch Freedom did enjoy, 
As Winds at Sea, that uſe it to deſtüoy: 
lind as the Cyclops, and as wild as he, 
bey own'd a lawleſs ſavage Liberty, 
Like that our painted Anceftors ſo /priz'd. 
re Empire's Arts their Breaſts had civiliz d. 
How Great were then our Charles his Woes, who thus, 
Vas forc'd to ſuffer for Himſelf and us! f 


* 


He, 


* 
a 
7 
2 
4 


? 


Thus 


He, toſs'd. by Fate, and hurried, up and down, 
Heir to his ather's Sorrows, — | his Crown, 1 01 
Could taſte no ſweets: of Yours delired Age, 
But found his Life too true a Pilgrimage. 
Unconquer'd yet in that forlorn Eſta tec 
His manly Courage overcame his Fate. 


- 


His Wounds he took like Romans on his Breaſt, 

Which by his Virtue were with Laurels dreſt: 

As Souls reach Heav'n while. yet in Bodies-pent, 

So did he live above Tv] edi n wo 1 ' 

That Sun, which we: beheld, with. coz!ned Eyes, 

Within the Water, moy'd along the Skies. 

How eafie "tis when Deſtiny proves. kind, 

With full-ſpread Sails, to run before the Wind? 

But thoſe that gainſt {tiff Gales layeering go, 

Muſt be at once reſolv'd and skilful too. 

He would not like ſoft Ortho Hope prevent, 

But ſtay' d and ſuffer'd Fortune to repent. 

Theſe Virtues Galba in a Stranger ſonght; 

And Piſo to adopted Empire brought. 

How ſhall 1 then my doubtful Thoughts expreſs, - 

That muſt his Suff rings both. regret and bleſs! . 

For When his early Valour Heay'n had croſt, 

And all at Worc'ſter but the Honour loſt, 

Forc'd into Exile from his rightful Throne, 

He made all Countries where he came his own, 

And viewing Monarchs ſecret Arts of ſway 

A Royal Factor for their Kingdoms lay. 
Laniſh'd David ſpent . his time, 

When to be God's Anointed was his Crime, 

And when reſtor'd made his proud Neighbours rue 

Thoſe choice Remarks he from his Travels drew. 

Nor is he only by Afflictions ſhown | 

To conquer others Realms, but rule his own: 

Recov'ring hardly what he loſt before, 

His Right indears it much, his Purchaſe more. 

Inur'd to ſuffer ere he came to reign, 

No raſh procedure will his Actions ſtain, 

To bus'neſs ripen'd by digeſtive thought, | - 

His future Rule is into mrthod brought: ; 

m_— PI | 
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As they who firſt Proportion underſtand, 
With eafie Practice reach a Maſter's hand: 
Well might the Ancient Poets then confer _ 
On 1 the honour'd name of Counſell 0 r, | 


Since ſtruck with rays of proſp'rous Fortune blind, 
Ve Light alone in dark Afflictions find. 2 
In ſuch adverſities to Scepters train'd, - 1 
The Name of Great his famous Grandſire gain'd: 
Who yet a King alone in Name and Right, | 
With hunger, cold and angry Jove did fight; 
Shock'd by. a Covenanting League's vaſt Pow'rs, |, 
As holy and as Catholick as ours; . 

'Till Fortune's fruitleſs ſpight had made it known, 
Her blows not ſhook but riyeted his Throne. 

Some lazy Ages, loſt in Sleep and Eaſe, _ 

No action leave to buſie Chronicles; 

Such whoſe ſupine felicity but makes 

In Story Chaſms, in Epgcha's Miſtakes . 8 
O'er whom Time gently ſhakes his wings of Down, 
Till with his ſilent Sickle they are mown: _ | 
Such is not Charles his too too active Age, 
Which govern'd by the wild-diſtemper'd Rage 

Of ſome black Star infecting all the Skies, 

Made him at his own coſt like Adam wile, 

Tremble, ye Nations, who ſecure before, CORE 
Laught at thoſe Arms that gainſt our ſelves we bore 
Rouz'd by the laſh of his own ſtubborn Tail, . 
Our Lion now will foreign Foes aſſail. 

Wich Alga who the ſacred Altar ſtro ws? 

To all the Sea-Gods Charles an Offering owes: 

A Bull to thee, Portunus, ſhall be flain, 

A Lamb to you the Tempeſts of the Main: 
For thoſe loud Storms that did againſt him rore, 
Have caſt his ſhipwrack'd Veſſel on the Shore. 

Yet as wiſe Artift's mi their Colours fo, 

That by degrees they from each other go, 
Black ſteals unheeded from. the neighb'ring white, 
Without offending the well-coz'ned ſight, 

So on us ſtole our bleſſed change; while we 
Th' effect did feel, but ſearce the manner ſee. 


Fro 
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Froſts that conſtrain the ground, and birth deny 
To Flow'rs that in. its womb expecting lie, 
Do ſeldom their uſurping Pow'r withdraw, 

But raging Floods mon their haſty Thaw : - | 
Our Thaw was mild, the Cold not chas'd away, 
But loſt in kindly heat of lengthned day. 
Heay'n would no bargain for its Bleſſings drive, 
But what we. could not pay for, freely os 
The Prince of Peace would, like himfelf, confer 
A Gift unhop'd without the price of war. 

Yet as he knew his Bleſſing's worth, took Care 
That we ſhould know it by repeated Pray'r 
Which ftorm'd' the Skies and raviſh'd Charles from 
As Heav'n itſelf is took by violence. Ithence, 
Booth's forward ' Valour only ſery'd to ſhow,. 
He durſt that duty pay we all did owe: 

Th' Attempt was fair; but Heav'n's pre fixed hour | 
Not come; ſo like the watchful Traveller, 

That by the Moon's miſtaken light did riſe, 

Lay down again. and clos'd his weary Eyes. 
*Twas MO N K whom Providence deſign d to looſe 
Thoſe real bonds falſe Freedom did impoſe... 
The bleſſed Saints that watch'd this turning Scene, 
Did from their Stars with joyful wonder lean, 
To ſee ſmall Clues draw vaſteſt weights along, 
Not in their bulk but in their order ſtrong. 

Thus Pencils can by one ſlight touch reſtore 
Smiles to that changed face that wept before. 

With eaſe ſuch fond Chimera's we purſue, 

As Fancy frames for Fancy to ſubdue; 

But when our ſelves to action we betake, | 
It ſhuns the Mint like Gold that Chymiſts make: 
How hard was then his Task, at once to be 
What-in the Body natural we ſee ? 

Man's Architect diſtinctly did ordain 

The charge of Muſcles, Nerves,. and of the Brain, 
Though viewleſs Gonduits Spirits to diſpenſe, 
The Springs of Motion from the Seat of Senſe, 
*T was not the haſty product of a day, 

But the well-ripened Fruit of wiſe delay. 


en 


He 


Our healthful food 
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Ve like a patient Angler, ere he ſtrook, * 
Would let them play a-while upon the hook. 

e Stomach labours thus, 

At firſt embracing what it ſtrait doth cruſn. 

Wiſe Leaches will not vain Receipts obtrude, ; 
While growing Pains pronounce the Humours crude z 
Deaf to complaints they wait * the III, 

ill ſome ſafe Criſis authorize their Skill. 

Nor could his Acts too cloſe a Vizard wear, 
To ſcape their Eyes whom Guilt had taught to fear, 
And guard with caution that polluted neſt, . | 
Whence Legion twice before was diſpoſſeſt. 
Once Sacred houſe, which when they; enter'd in, 
They thought: the place could ſanctifie a fin; 

Like thoſe that yainly hop'd kind Heay'n. would wink, 
While to exceſs on Martyrs Tombs they, drink. 
And as devouter Turks firſt warn their Souls 

To part, before they taſte forbidden Bowls, 

So theſe when their black crimes they went about, 
Firſt timely charm'd their uſeleſs Conſcience out. 
Religion's Name againſt it ſelf was made; 

The Shadow ferv'd the Subſtance to invades 

Like Zealous Miſſions, they did Care pretend 

Of Souls in ſhew, but made the Gold their end, 

Th' incenſed Pow'rs beheld with ſcorn from high 

An Heaven ſo far diſtant from the Sky, 1 
Which durſt, with horſes hoofs that beat the Ground 
And Martial Braſs, bely the Thunder's Sound. 98 
'Twas hence at length juſt Vengeance thought it fit 
To ſpeed their Ruin by their impious wit. 

Thus Sforza,. curs'd with a too fertile brain, 

Loſt by his Wiles the Pow'r his Wit did gain. 
Henceforth their Fogue muſt ſpend at leſſer rate, 
Than in its Flames to wrap a Nation's Fate, 

Suffer'd to live, they are like Helots ſet, 

A virtuous Shame within us to beget. 

For by example moſt we ſinn'd before, 

And glaſs-like clearneſs mixt with frailty bore, 

But ſince reform'd by what we did amis, 

Ve by our ſuff rings learn to prize our blifs, 
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Like early Lovers whoſe unpra@is'd Hearts 
Were long the May-game of malicious arts, 


When once they find their Jealouſies were vain, 


With double heat renew their Fires again. 
*Twas this produc'd the Joy, that hurried o'er 
Such fwarms of Englif to the Neighb'ring ſhore, 
To fetch that Prize, by which Batavia made 

So rich amends for our impoveriſh'd Trade. 

Oh had yon ſeen from Schevelines barren Shore, 
(Crowded with troops, and barren now no more,) 
Afflicted Holland to his Farewel —_ 

True Sorrow, Holland to regret a 24 | 

While waiting him his Royal Fleet did ride, 

And willing Winds to their low'r'd Sails denied. 
The wavering Streamers, Flags, and Standars out, 
The merry Seamens rude but chearful Shout; 

And laſt the Cannons yoice that ſhook the Skies, 
And, as it fares in ſudden Ecſtaſies, | ; 
At once bereft us both of Ears and Eyes. 

The Naſeby, now no longer England's ſhame, 
But better to be loſt in Charles his name, 

(Like ſome unequal] Bride in nobler ſheets) 
Receives her Lord: The joyful London meets 
The Princely York, himſelf alone a freight; _ 
The Swift. ſure groans beneath Great Ghour er's weight, 
F as when the Halcyon breeds, with theſe, 

He that was born to drown might croſs the Seas. 
Heav'n could not own a Providence, and take 
The Wealth three Nations ventur'd at a take. 
The ſame indulgence Charles his Voyage bleſs'd, 
Which in his right had miracles confeſs'd. 

The Winds that never Moderation knew, 

Afraid to blow too much, too faintly blew, 

Or out of breath with joy could not enlarge 

"Their ftraightned Lungs, or conſcious of {28 Charge. 
The Britiſh Amphitryte ſmooth and clear, | 
In richer Azure never did appear : * 
Proud her returning Prince to entertain 
With the ſubmitted Faſces of the Main. 
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Fe. ad; ere) 15016 SHOT-TE 7h | : 
ND welcome now (Great Monarch) to your own; 
Behold th' aporoaching Cliffs of Albion: 
It is no longer Motion cheats your view, 

As you meet it, the Land approacheth you. 

The Land returns, and in the white it wears, 

The marks of Penitence and Sorrow bears. 

But you, whoſe Goodneſs your Deſcent doth ſhew, 
Your Heav'nly Parentage and Earthly too; 121 

By that ſame Mildneſs, which your Father's Crown 
Before did raviſh, ſhall ſecure your W m. 
Not try'd to rules of Policy, you find 
Revenge leſs ſweet than a forgiving Mind. 
Thus when :th* Almighty would ro Moſes give 
A ſight of all he could behold and live; 

A Voice before his Entry did proclaim 
Long-ſuffering,, Goodneſs, Mercy in his Name. 
Your Pow*r to Juſtice doth ſubmit your Cauſe, 

Your Goodneſs only is above the Laws; 

| Whoſe rigid Letter while pronounc'd by you 

Is ſofter made. So winds that tempeſts brew, 
When through Arabian Groves they take their flight, 
Made wanton with rich Qdours, loſe their ſpight. 

And as thoſe Lees, that trouble it, refine. 
„The agitated Soul of Generous Wine, 
git. So Tears of Joy for your returning ſpilt. 

Work out and expiate our former Guilt. 
Methinks I ſee thoſe Crowds on Dover's Strand, 
Who in their haſte to welcom you to Land 
Choak'd up the Beach with their ftill growing ſtore, 
And made a wilder Torrent on the Shore. 8 
While ſpurr'd with eager thoughts of paſt Delight, 
Thoſe who had ſeen you, court a ſecond ſight; 
Preventing ſtill 4 Steps, and making haſte 

To meet you often whereſoe'er you paſt. 

How .ſhall 1 ſpeak of that triumphant Day 

When you renew'd th' expiring Pomp of May! 
(A Month that owns aw intereſt in your Name: 
You and the Flow'rs are its peculiar Claim.) 
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That Star that at your Birth ſhone out ſo bright, 
It ſtain'd the duller Sun's Meridian light, 
Did once again its potent Fires renew, 

Guiding our Eyes tv, find and worſhip you. 

And now Time's, whiter Series is begun, 
Which in ſoft Centuries ſhall ſmoothly run; 
| Thoſe Clouds that overcaſt your Morn. ſhall fly, 
Diſpell'd to fartheſt Corners of the Sky. 

Our Nation with united Int'reſt-bleſt, - 

Not now content to poize, ſhall ſway the reſt. 
Abroad your Empire ſhall no Limits know, 

But like the' Sea in boundleſs Circles. flow: | 
Your much-loy'd Fleet ſhall with a wide Command 
Beſiege the petty Monarchs of the Land: 

Andas old Time his Off-ſpring ſwallow'd down, 
Our Ocean in its depths all Seas ſhall drown. 
Their wealthy Trade from Pyrate's Rapine free, 
Our Merchants ſhall no more Adyent'rers be: 

Nor in the fartheft Eaſt thoſe Dangers fear 

Which humble Holland muſt difſemble here. 

Spain to your Gift alone her. Indies owes, 

For what the Pow'rful takes not, he beſtows. 
And France that did an Exile's Preſence fear, 
May juſtly apprehend you ſtill too near, 

At home the hateful Names of Parties ceaſe, 
And factious Souls are weary'd into peace. 

The diſcontented now are only they 
Whoſe Crim A ork did your juſt Cauſe: betray: 
Of thoſe your Edicts ſome reclaim from Sins, 
But moſt your Life and bleſt Example wins. 

Oh happy Prince, whom Heay'n hath taught the wi 
By paying Vows to have more Vos to pay! 
Oh happy Age! Oh times like thoſe alone, 

By Fate reſery'd for great Auguſtus) Throne! 
When the joint growth of Arms and Arts foreſhef 
The World a Monarch, and that Monarch Tov. 
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x that will Deluge where the, World was drown: | 
[ When Life and Sm one common Tomb, had found, 
The firſt mall Proſpect of a riſing Hill enz 

8 Notes of Joy the Ark did fill: 1a ba 
Yet when that*Flood in its own depths was drown Ly 
It left, behind it falſe and flipp'ry Ground; © ol 
And the more ſolethn Pomp Was ſtill feng” f 
'Til- new-bbrti” Nature in freſh Looks e. > 
Thus (Royal Sir,) to ſee you landed here 
Was cauſè ehough of Triumph for a Tear: 
Nor would your Care thoſe glorious Joys repeat, As 
Till they at once might be ſectire an Stent? A 
Till your kind Beams by their continu d ſta / 
Had warm'd the Ground, afid call'd the Damps away? 
Such Vapours, While y our pow'rful Influence" dries. 
Then ſooneſt” vatuſh” 4 they highs _ 
Had greater halte theſe ſacred Rites prepar'd, 
Some guilty Months had in your Triumphs klar de 52 
But this untainted Tear is all your own, f 
Your Glories may without our Crimes be ſhown, 
We had not yer exhiayſted"all ont Store, 
When you refteſted dur Joys by adding more: BF 6 
As Heav'n, of old, peng Celeſtial Der, 
You give us Manta, and fill give us nue. 

Now our ſad Ruins are remov'd from Da + 
The Seaſon'too' comes franght with new Delight; :. 
Time ſeems not now beneath his Years to ftoop, 
Nor do his Wings with ſickly 8 droop: 

Soft weſtern Winds waft o'er the ga 1 Spring, 
And open'd Scenes of Flow'rs and ble oms „ 
To grace this hap di Day, while you appear 

Not King of us lone of the Tear. $7 
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All Eyes you draw, and with the Eyes the Heart, 
Of your own Pomp, your {elf the greateſt Part: 
— Shouts the Nation's armed aim, 
Ang ya this Day is feaſted with your, Name. 
Lot Chhalcadk the fair Spectätors 3 
From their high Standings, yet look up to you. 
From your brave Train each ſingles out a Prey, 
And. longs to date a Conqueſt from your Day. 
Now charg'd with Bleſſings while you ſeek repole, 
| Gfficious Shumbers haſte your Eyes to cloſe: 
And glorious Dreams ſtand ready to xeltore 
he, pleaſing Shapes of all you f, before. 
ext, to the Sacted Temple you are led, 
W here OR Crown for your more ſacred Head: 
How juſtly from the Church that Crown is due, 
Preſerv'd from Ruin and reſtor'd by yo 
The grateful Quire their Harmony employ 
Not to make greater but more ſolemn. Jay. 
2 ſoft 80 Warm your Name is {ent on high, 
As Flantes do on the Wings of Incenſe, fly; _ 
Mubck Mex, If is loſt, in Vain he prings. 15 
er; choiceſt Notes to praiſe the beſt of Kings: 
Her melting Strains in you a Tomb have found, 
And lye like Bees in cheir OWn Sweetneſs drown'd, 
N Peace, and Diſcord could atone, 
is Name is Muſick of ir ſelf alone. | 
Now while the ſacred Oil anoints your Head, 
And fragtant' Scents, begun from you, are, ſpread 
Through the large Dome, the People's joyful Sound 
Sent back, is ſhill;prefery'd in hallow'd Ground: 
Which iri one Bll mixt deſcends on you, 
As heightned 8 ivies al in richer Dew, .. 
Not that our Wiſhes do increaſe your Store, 
Full of your ſelf you can admit no more : 
We add not to, your Glory, but employ 
Our time like Angels in expreſhing Joy. - 
Nor is it Duty or our Hopes alone 
Create that Joy, but full Fruition; .-  . © 
| We know thoſe Bleſſings which we muſt poſſeſs, 
" And judge of future by paſt Happineſs : 10 


4 


4 53-4 + © £o [© 10 70 prog wen pen ee ee 


2 > 


F 


d 


_- 


| 2 as. x "= $4 
| Mrs 6 ELLANY Po #Ms. 
No Promiſe can oblive a Prinde' 1 muty ©. 
Still to $62d04 as Jong to have been ſuch. 


A noble Emuldtion heats ohr Breaſt. 
And your WI Fatne now robs you of ypur Reſt: 
Good Actiens Till muſt Be maintain'd with good, 
As Bodies nontiſt' d wich reſembling Food, 
You' have already quench'd Sedition's Brand ; - 
And Zeal (Which burnt it) only warms the Land. 
The jealous Sects that dare not truſt their Cauſe 
So far from their own Will as to the Laws. 
You for thefr Umpire and their Synod take, 
And their Appeal alone to Ceſar make. 
2 Kind Heav'd fo rare a Temper did provide, 
& That Guilt repenting might in it confide,” * 
Among our Crimes Oblivion may be ſet, 
But 'tis our King's Perfection to forget. | 
Virtues unknown to theſe rough Northern Climes 
From milder Heav'ns you bring, without their Crimes: 
Your Calmneſs does no after-Storms provide, 
Nor ſeeming Patience mortal Anger hide. 
When Empire firſt from Families did ſpring, 
Then Every Father govern'd as a Rinn; 
But you that are a Sovereign Prince, allay 
Imperial Pow'r with your paternal Sway. 
From thoſe great Cares when eaſe your Soul unbends, 
Your Pleaſures are deſign'd to noble Ends: 
Born to command the Miſtreſs of the Seas * 
Tour Thoughts themſelves in that blue Empire pleaſe, 
Hither in Summer Ey'nings you repair 
To take the fraiſcheur of the purer Air: ; 
Undaunted here you ride when Winter raves, 
With Cæſar's Heart that roſe above the Waves. 
More I could ſing, but Fear my Numbers ſtays; 
No Loyal Subject dares that Courage praiſe. 
In ſtately Frigats moſt delight you Rad, | FLA 
Where well dion Battels fire your Martial Mind. 
at to your Cares we owe, is learnt from hence, 
V hen. even your Pleaſures ſerve for our Defence. 
wy your: Court flows in th' admitted Tide, 
Vhere in new Depths the wond' ring Fiſhes glide- 
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Here in a Royal Bed, the Waters ſleep, r 
When tired at Sea Within this Bay ;they, creep” 
Here the miſtruſtful Foul no harm ſit REST 
So ſafe are all things which our King protects. 
From your, lo Tame, a-Blething Vet is due, 5 
Second alone to that it rought in uus 
Queen, from hoſe chaſte M omb, ordain d by Fate, 
The Souls of Kings unborn for Bodies wait. 

It was your Love before made Diſcord, ceaſe: 
Your Love. is deſtin'd to your Country's Peace. 
Both indjes_(Riyals ia gur Bed). provide 
With Gold or, Jewels to adorn. your Bride. 
This to a mighty King preſents rich Or, 
While that with Incenſe does a God implore. 
Two Kingdoms wait. your Doom, and as you chule, 
This muſt receive a Crown, or that muſt loſe. 
Thus from your Royal Oak, like Jove's of old, 
Are anfwers ſought, and deſtinies fore-told : 
Propitious Oracles are begg'd with Vows, .../;'1 - | 
And Crans that grow upon the ſacred Boughs. 
Your Subjects, while you wei h the Nation's Fate, 
Suſpend to both their doubtful Love or Hate: 
Chuſe only, (Sir,) that ſo they may poſſeſs N 
With their own Peace their Childrens Happineſs. 
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LI 7 Hile flattering Crouds officiouſly appear | 

Io give themſelyes, not you, an 4 Vear; 

And by the greatneſs of their Preſents prove 

How much they hope, but not how well they love 


The Muſes (who your early Courtſhip boaſt, 
Though gow your Flames are with heir Beauty = 
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Yet watch their. time, that if you have forgot 


They were Four Miſtreſſes, the World may not; 


Decay'd by Time and Wars, they only prove 


Their former Beauty by your former Love e; 
And now preſent, as ancient Ladies do. 
That courted long, at length are forc'd to wooe: 
For ſtill they look on you with ſuch kind Eyes, 
As thoſe that fee the Church's Sov'reign riſe; 
From their own Order choſe, in whote high State 
They think themſelves the ſecond Choice of Fate. 
When our t Monarch into Exile went, 
Wit and R. when ates © Baniſnment: 
Thus once when Troy was wrapt in Fire and 8 
The helplefs Gods their burning Shrines forſook; 
They with the vanquiſht Prince and Party go, 
And leave their Temples empty to the Foe: 
At length the Muſes ſtand, reſtor'd again 
To that great Charge with Nature did ordain ; 
And their lov'd Druids ſeem reviv'd by Fate, 
While you' diſpenſe the Laws and ide the State. 
The Nation's Soul (our Monarch) Ages diſpenſe, 
Through you, to us his vital Influence; F259 
You are the Channel where thoſe Spirits flow, 
And work them higher as to us they go. 

In open proſpect nothing bounds our Eye, 
Until the Earth ſeems join'd unto the Sky: 

o in this Hemiſphere our utmoſt view 
Is only bounded by our King and you: 
Dur ſight is limited where! you are join'd, 
\nd: beyond that no farther Heav'n can find, 
do well your Virtues do with his agree, AB 
hat though your Orbs of different Greatneſs be, 
Net both are for each other's uſe diſpos'd, 
His to incloſe, and yours to be inclos d. 
or could another in your Room have been, 
neeps an Emptineſs had come between. 5 
Vell may he then to you his Cares impart, 
ad ſhare his Burden where he ſhares his Heart. 
A you his Sleep ſtill wakes; his Pleaſures find 
Their ſhare of Bus'neſs in your lab'ring Mind: 
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So when the weary. Sun his Place reſigns, 
He leaves his Light, and by Reflection ſhines. 

Juſtice, that fits and/frowns, where. publick Laws . 

Exclude ſoft Mercy, from à private Cauſe, *. 
In your Tribunal moſt her ſelf does pleaſe; . 
There only {miles becauſe ſhe lives at eaſem; 
And, like young David, finds her ſtrength the more, 
When difineumber'd from thoſe Arms ſhe wore < 
Heaven would your Royal Maſter ſhould exceed 
Moft in that Virtue, which we moſt did need, 
And his mild Father (Who too late did find 
All Mercy vain, but what with Power was join'd,) 
His fatal Goodnefs left to fatter. Limes, ex 

Not to increaſe but to abſolve our Crimes: 

But when the Heir of this vaſt Treaſure knew 
How large a Legacy was left to you, | 
[Too great for any Subject to retain,) 
He wilely ty'd it to the Crown again : 
Yet paſſing through your Hands it gathers more, 
As Streams, thro* Mines, bear TinQure ot their Ore, 
While Emp'rique Politicians uſe deceit, 
Hide what they give, and cure but by a Cheat; 
You boldly; ſhew that Skill which they pretend, 
And work by Means as noble as your End 


| 


Which ſhould you veil, we might unwind the Clue, 
As Men do Nature, till we came to you. 

And as the Indies were not found, before 

Thoſe rich Perfumes, which from the | happy. ſhore, 
The Winds upon their Balmy Wings convey'd; 


W hoſe guilty Sweetneſs firſt their World betray d; 


So by your Counſels we are brought to view 
A rich and undiſcover d World in you. 
By you our Monarch does that Fame aſſure, 
Which Kings muſt have, or cannot live ſecure 
For proſp'rous Princes gain their Subjects Heart, 
Who love that Praiſe in which themſelves have part: 
By you he fits thoſe Subjects to obey,  - 
As Heav'n's Eternal Monarch does convey 
His Pow'r unſeen, and 2 to his Deſigus, 
By his bright Miniſters the Stars inclines. 
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Our N 1 Fr from” his declinin $ & 977 Q&3 N + 
Hot . Kindnefs og you, rot dene r 
And when his Love was bounded in a few, , 
That were unhappy that they might he true; „ 
Made you the Fay'rite of his 'laft fad Times, —_ MxM 
That is a SufPrer in his Subjects Crimes: 

Thus thoſe firſt Favours you receiy'd were ſent, 

Like Heav'ns rewards, in earthly Puniſhment. | 
vet Fortune, conſcious of your Deſtin n 
Ey'n then töok care to lay you ſoftly 55 n 
And wWrapt your" Fate n precious Things, 
cept feefh"t0 de unfolded hh your King's . 
Shewn all at once you dazled {o-our Eyes, N 
As neweborn Pallas did the Gods ſarprife ; re 
When ſpringing forth from Fove's new-cloſing wound. 
She ſtruck the warlike Spear into the Ground; . 
Which eue id ſuddenly. incloſe, 

And peaceful Olives ſhaded, 334 
How {ran I e Bro the Alte of Peace, 1 
Whoſe reſtlefs Motjons lefs than Wars do ceaſe“ 
Peace is not. fred from Labour, but from Noiſe, _... 
And War more Foxce but not more Pains, emplays; - 

Such is the, mighty Swiftneſs, of your Mind. 
That (like the Farth's,) it. ſezves our Senſe behind. 
While ypu ſo fmoothly turn and roul our Sphear, 2 
That rapid Mogon does but Reſt appear. 
for as in Nature's Swiftnefs, with t fa throng 2 
ö Of flying Os whale ours is born along 

All ſeems at reſt to the deluded Eye : 434,88 2 
(Mov'd by the Soul of the fame harmony.) 
So carry'd on by your unwearied Care, 
We "ef in Peace, and yet in Motion ſhare, - 
Let Envy then thoſe Crimes within you ſee, 
from which the happy neyer muſt be free; | 
(Envy that does wich Miſery reſide, * | * 
The ſoy and the Revenge af ruin'd Pride.) 
Think it not hard, if ws cheap a Rate 
You can ſecure the Conſtancy of Fate, 
Whol Kindneſs ſent, what does their Malice ſeem, 
by leſſer Ills the greater to redeem, | 
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Nor can we 1:49 weak Show! r a-Tempelt ca 
But drops o * that in the Sun-ſhine fall. OF 
You' have already weary'd Fortune ſo. 
She cannot 7-10 he your Friend or Foce; 
But fits all breathleſs, and admures to feel 
A fate ſo weighty, that it ſtops her Wheel. 

| In all g elſe above our humble Fate, 

--  Your'tqua Mind yet ſwells not into State, 

But like ſome Mountain in thoſe happy Iſles, 

Where in perpetual Spring 91 Nature ſmiles, 
Your Greatneſs ſhews : no horror to Fools 8 


881 


But Trees for ſhade, and Flow'rs to Sight; f 

Sometimes the Hill ſubmits it ſelf aw ke | ! 

In ſmall Deſcents, . which, do its eh be 

And ſometimes mounts, but fo as b wow 1 \ 

| Whoſe Rife not hinders, but makes ſhort our Way. Y 

Your Brow, Which does no fear of Thunder know, : 

Sees rouling Tempeſts,y Wy. beat below; ; * 7 

And (like Olympus wh Impreſſio on wears | þ 

Of Love an Tfiendli9 Writ in former Tears. 5 

Yet unimpair'd with Mer ar With time þ 
Your Age but ſeems to a yew Youth to . 

Thus Heavn'ly bodies do our time 'beget+ 1 

And meaſure Chan ge, but ſhare no part of i it. * 

And ſtill it ſhall lar a weight increaſe, N 

Like this New-Year, whoſe motions never WY * 

For ſince the glorious Courſe you have begun A 

Is led by CHARLES, as that is by the. Sun, 0 

It muſt both weightleſs and immortal prove, A 
Becauſe the Cents} of it is N lane ie 
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| , By Mr. Bxyitt Hiocons, ' 


AE had thy Body laſted, as thy Name; _ 
Secure of Life, as now thou art of Fame; 
Thou had'ſt more Ages than old Neſtor ſeen: 
Nor had thy Phæbus more Immortal been. 
To thee alone we are beholden more 
Than all the Poets of the Times before. 5 
Thy Muſe, inſpir'd with a genteeler Rage, 
Did firſt zefine the Genius of our Age. | 
In thee a clear and female Softneſs_ſhin'd, 
With Maſculine Vigour, Force, and Judgment join'd. 
You; in ſoft Strains, for Courts and Ladies, ſung, 
So natural your Thought, ſo ſweet your Song, 
The gentle Sex did ail partake your Flame, 
And all the Coyneſs of your Miſtreſs blame;. 
Still moy'd with you; did the ſame Paſſions find, 
And vow'd that Sachariſſa was unkind. Wy; 
Oh! may the World ne'er loſe fo brave a Flame , 
May one ſucceed in Genius, and in Fame. | 
May, from thy Urn, ſome Phenix Waller riſe, 
Whom the admiring. World, like thee, . may prize ., 
May he, in thy immortal Numbers, ſing, . 
And paint the Glories of our matchleſs King: 
Oh! may his Verſe of mighty Waller taſte, 
And mend the coming Age, as you the laſt. 
Within that ſacred Pile where Kings do come, 
Both to receive their Crowns, and find a Tomb, 
There is a lonely Iſle; which holy Place 
The laſting Monuments of Poets grace. 
Thither, amongſt th' inſpired Train, convey, 
And in their Company, his Aſhes lay: 
Let him with Spencer and great Cowley be, 
He who is much the greateſt of the Three. . 
Tho' there ſo many Crowns and Mitres lye, 5 
(For, Kings, and Saints, * well ay we, muſt die) 
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Thoſe venerable Walls were never bleſt, 
Since their Foundation, with a nobler Gueſt. 
With them, great Soul, thou ſhalt immortal live, 
And, in thy deathleſs Numbers, Fate ſurvive: 
Freſh, as thy Sachariſſa's Beauty, ſtiil! 
Thy Bays ſhall grow, which Time can never kill. 
Far as our conqu'ring Britiſ Lyon roars, 

Far as the Poles, or the remoteſt Shores, Ps 
Where“ eber is known' or heard the Engliſh Name, 
The diſtant World ſhall hear of Waller's Fame. 
Thou only ſhalt with Nature's ſelf expire, 
And all the World, in the ſupreameſt We; 
When Horace and fam'd Virgil die, when all 
That's Great, or Noble, mall together fall. 745 
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on the Death of E. WALL IA, Eſq 
d A l 


H OW, to thy Sacred Memory, ſhall I bring 

& (Worthy thy Fame) a grateful Offering? 
I, who by Toils of Sickneſs, am become 
Mmoft as near as thou art to a Tomb? * 

While eyery ſoft, and every tender Strain 
Is ruffl'd, and ill-natur'd grown with Pain. 
But, at thy Name, my languiſh'd Muſe revives, 
And a new Spark in the dull Aſhes ſtrives. 


Fer , e 


1 hear thy tuneful Verſe, thy Song Divine; 

— — alpir's by every charming Line. 4 

t, Oh! : : q | 

What Inſpiration, at the ſecond Hand, . 4 

Can an Immortal Elegy command? | 
', Unleſs, like Pious Offerings, mine ſhould be 


' Made Sacred, being Confecrate to thee, _ 
Eternal, as thy own Almighty Verſe, | 
Should be thoſe Trophies that adorn thy Hearſe, 
The Thought Illuſtrious, and the Fancy young; 
The Wit Sublime, the judgment Fine and Strong; 
Soft, as thy Notes to Sachariſſa ſung. wi 


* 


MisekxLEANT Pogus. 2ft 

Whilſt mine, like tranſitory How'rs, decay, 
That come to deck thy Told a Ar Day, 
Such Triqutes are, like Teaures, only fit g. 
To ſhew from whom we hold our Night to Wit. 
Hail, wondrous Bard, whoſe Heav'n-born Genius firſt 
My Infant Muſe, and Blooming Fancy nurſt. 1 
With thy ſoft Food of Love I firſt began, 
Then fed on nobler Panegyrick Strain, 
Numbers Seraphic! and at exery View, 
My Soul extended, and much larger grew: 1 
Where-e'er I read, new Raptures ſeiz d my Blood; 
Methought I heard the Language of a God. | 

Long did the_untun'd World in Ign'rance ftray, 7 
Producing nothing that was Great and Gay, + | 
Till taught by thee, the true Poetick way, — 
Rough were the Tracts before, Dull and Obſcure; 
Nor Pleaſure, nor Inſtruction could procure. 
Their thoughtleſs Labour could no Paſſion move; 
Sure, in that Age, the Poets knew not Love : | 
That Charming God, like Apparitions, then, 
Was only talk'd on, but ne er ſeen by Men 
Darkneſs was o'er the Muſes Land diſplay'd, 
And even the choſen Tribe unguided ſtray'd. 
Till, by thee reſcu'd from th* Egyptian Night, 
They now look up, and yiew the God of gh 8 
That taught them how to Love, and how to Vrite 
And to enhance the Bleſſing. which Heav'n lent, 
When for our great Inſtructor thou wert ſent, 
Large was thy Life, but yet thy Glories more; | 
\nd, like the Sun, didſt Qin ifpenſe thy Pow'r, 5 
Producing ſomething wondrous = hour: 
And in thy Circulary Courſe, didſt ſee g 
he very Life and Death of Poetry. 
hou ſaw'ſt the Generous Nine neglected lie, 
one liftning to their Heay'nly Harmony 25 
he World eing grown to that low Ebb o Senſe 
o diſ-efteem the nobleſt Excellence; / . 
ind no Encouragement to Prophets ſhown,, 


Who in paſt Ages got ſo great Renown, © 
- * , by 
Though 


Io“ look to-day as freſh, and green 


a. The "IR Rake 4 


Though Fortune Elevated thee above 
Its ſcanty Gratitude, or fickle Love; 
Yet, ſullen with the World, untir'd by 


Age, 
e the r Crowd, ot WEE: 'the «Suge 


— a 


Solitude my ſweeteſt Choice, 
Places devoted to the Night, 
Remote from Tumult, and from Noiſe, 
How you my reſtleſs Thought delight! 
©; Heavens! what Content is mine, 
To ſee thoſe Trees which have appear'd 


From the Nativity of Time, 
And which all Ages haye rever'd, 


1 
4 - 


As wheh their Beauties firſt were ſeen. 


«II, | 
; A chearful Wind: does court them ſo, 

And with ſuch amorous Breath enfold, 
That we by nothin elſe can know, 

* But by their Height that they are Old. N 
- Hither the Demi-Gods did 8 * 

To ſeek a Sanctuary; when by 
Diſpleaſed Jove: once pierc'd the Sky, 

To pour a Deluge upon Men, 7 
And on theſe Boughs themſelves did fave,. 
Whence they could hardly ſee a Wave. 

f III. 
Sad Philomel upon this Thorn, 
So curiouſly by Flora dreſt, 
In melting Notes, her Caſe forlorn, 
To entertain me, hath confeſs'd.. 
O! how agreeable a Sight 
| Theſe hanging Mountains do appear; 
Which the Unhappy would invite * 
To. faith all their Sorrowe here : n 


When 
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When their hard Fate makes them endure” © ©: ©. 
Such Woes, as only Death can cure. 

$ E 


e. What pretty Deſolations make 
Theſe Torrents Vagabond and Fierce, 


Hi IVA 
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— Who in vaſt Heaps their Spring forſae 


This ſolitary Vale to pierce? 
Then ſliding juſt as Serpents do- 

Under the Foot of every Tree, 
Themſelves are chang'd to Rivers too, 
Wherein ſome ſtately: Nayade, ' 
As in her native, Bed, is grown 
A Queen upon a . Throne. 


This Den beſet with River-Plants, 

O! how it does my Senſes charm : 
Nor Elders, Reeds, nor Willows wants, 
W hich the _ Steel did never harm, 
Here Nymphs which come to take the Air, 
May, with ſuch Diftaffs furniſh'd be, 

As Flags and Ruſhes can prepare; 
Where we the nimble Frogs may ſee, 
Who frighted to retreat do fly, 5 
If an approaching Man they ſpy. 

SF VI 


Here Water-Fowl Repoſe enjoy,. 
Without the. interrupting. Care, 
Leſt Fortune ſhould their Bliſs: deſtroy 

By the malicious Fowler's Snare, 
Some raviſh'd with fo bright a Day, - 
Their Feathers finely. Prune and Deck, 
Others their amorous Rears _— 
Which yet the Waters could not check : 
All take their innocent Content 
In this their lovely Element. 
Summer's nor Winter's bold approach. 

This Stream did never entertain; 
Nor ever felt a Boat or Coach | 

* Whilſt either Seaſon did remain. 

hen 8 | $2 


24 De Finn Parry oft 
No thirſty Traveller came near, 
And rudely made his Hand his Cup, 
Nor any hunted Hind hath here 
Her hopeleſs Life reſigned u 
Nor ever did the treacherous: Hook ' ʒ RͥM/ 
Intrude, to empty any Bro. 
| VIII. | | 
What Beauty is there in the fight - 
Of theſe old ruin'd, Caſtle Walls, 
In which the utmoſt Rage and Spight 
Of Time's worſt Inſurrection 15 
The Witches keep their Sabbath here, 
And wanton Devils make retreat, 
Who in malicious Sport appear, | 
Our Senſes both t afflict and cheat. 
And here within a thouſand Holes 
Are neſts of Adders and of Owls. p 
. 
The Raven with his diſmal Cries, 
That mortal Augury of Fate, 
Thoſe ghaſtly Goblins gratifies, 
Which in theſe gloomy Places wait. 
On a curs'd Tree Sa Wind does move 
A Carcaſs, which did once belong 
To one that Hang'd himſelf for Love 
Of a fair Nymph that did him wrong: 
Who though the ſaw his Love and Truth, 
With one Look would not ſave the Youth, 


» 4 , 
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as X. 

But Heav'n which judgeth equally, | 

And its own Laws will ſtill maintain, 
Rewarded ſoon her Cruel * 

With a deſerv'd and mi Pain: 
About his 2 heap of Bones, 

Her wandring and condemning Shade, 
Laments in long and piercing Groans 

The Deſtiny Jas Rigour made; 
And farther to augment her Fright, 
Her Crime is ever in her Sight, 


8 | hoo XI. There 
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There, upon Antick 1 trac 4. 
Devices of Paſtimes we ſee 
Here Age has almoſt quite defac d. 
What Lovers carv'd en every Tree. 
The Cellar, here, the higheſt Room 
Receives when-e'er its Rafters fail, 
Soil'd with the Venom and the Foam.. 
Of the f1 y Spider and the Snail : | 
And th' et in the Chimney we 
Find ſhaded by a Wallnut-Tree.. 
. 
Below there does a Cave extend, 
Wherein there is ſo dark a Grot, 
That ſhould the Sun himſelf deſcend,. 
1 think he could not fee a Jot.. 
Here Sleep within a heavy lid 
In quiet ſadneſs locks up Senſe, 
And every Care he does forbid, 
Whilſt in the Arms of N egligenc 
Lazily on his Back he's ſpread, 
And Ren of Poppey are his Bed. 
XIII. 
Within this cool and hollow Cave, 
Where Love it ſelf might turn to Ice, 
Poor Eccho ceaſes not to rave 
On her Narciſſus, wild and nice: 
Hither 1 ſoftly ſteal a Thought, 

And b he ſofter Muſick made.. 
With a ſweet Lute in Charms well-taugh 
Sometimes I flatter her {ad Shade; 

W hilft of my Chords I make ſuch choice, 
To ſerve as Body to her Voice. 
„„ 
When from theſe Ruins I retire, 
This horrid Rock I do invade, 
Whoſe lofty Brow ſeems to enquire 
Of what Materials Miſts are made: 
From thence deſcendi . 


Under the Brow of ſteep Kill 


e 


» < 


tes me Finsr' Parr of 
It with great Pleaſure I _ | 
By waters undermin'd, until 
They to Palamon's Seat did climb, 
Compos'd of n tra vba 
How highly is the'F leas'd, 
— : 92 — n the G Shore, 
When ſhe begins to be appeas d, 
; And her fierce Billows ceaſe to roar! 4 
And when the hairy Tritons are 
Riding upon the ſhaken Wave, 
With what ſtrange ſound they ſtrike the Air, 
Of their Trumpets hoarſe and brave, | 
Whoſe ſhrill Report does every Wind 
7 Unto his due ſubmiſſion bind! | 
. 
Sometimes the Sea diſpels the Sand, 
A Trembling and murmuring in the Bay, 
And rowls itſelf upon the ſhells,  _ —+ 
Which it both brings and takes away. 
Sometimes expoſes on the Strand 
Th' effects of Neptune s Rage and Scorn; 
Drown'd Men, dead Monſters caſt on Land, 
And Ships that were in Tempeſts torn, 
With Diamonds and Amber-greece, 
And many more ſuch things as theſe. 
| N e ö 
Sometimes ſo ſweetly ſhe does ſmile; 
A floating Mirror ſhe might be, 
And you would fancy all that while, 
New Heavens in her face to-ſee : 
The Sun himſelf is drawn fo well, 
When there he would his Picture view, 
That our Eyes can hardly tell 
Which is the falſe Sun, which the true; 
And leſt we give our Senſe the Lye, | 
We think he's fallen from the Sky. 
FIND XVIII. 
Bernieres! for whoſe beloved fake, 
My thoughts are ata noble Strife; 


— 


This 


= 1 


Mg ann EAN N POEMS. O57: 
This my 8 Landskip 75 
Which 1 have copied to the r 5 
I only ſeek he ets tough, As. 18 a 
Where all alone I love to walk, 
And with Siſcgurſe refin'd enouſnnn 


© 0 L 


My Genius and the Muſes talk; N 


44 


But the Converſe moſt truly mine, 
Is the dear Memory of thine. 
. XIX. | 
Thou may'ſt in this Poem find), 


$0 full of liberty, and heart. 
What illuſtrious Rays have hin d. 
To enlighten my Conceit: Gro lone 
Sometimes penſive; ſometimes gay. 
Juſt as that Fury does conttoul. 
And as the Object I ſurvey, „„ 
The Notions grow up in my Soul, bo ei 
And are as uaconfin'd: and free; 8e ene 
As the Flame which tranſported me 
ont 3 4 n 
Oh! how I. Solitude adore, a5 ke font bb, | 
That Element of nobleſt Wit. == 
Where I haue earn'd A Nr ü rr 20M ny 
Without the pains to ſtudy itt: ii 0p 
For * ſake I in Love am grown, 
With what thy fancy does purſue; 
But when I think upon my ow-˖n, 
I hate it for that reaſon too, 
Becauſe it, needs muſt hinder ne 
From ſeeing; and from ſerving thee. 


8 & 7 
4s + — tf * 4 {1s wy . * 


— 


* 


Nor is content when he ttue Likeneſi 6 


New Rapture Wants: no human Touch arte 
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By Mr. 7. A. „ ” 


N OT Fleſh and Flood. PR Aby bu bene * 
He muſt be adding ſtill ſome R \Divine : © 


Unleſs that Glory alſo crown xhe?Brows-! N fr: 
This Subject, Riley, this ( for long has 0 % 2910 1 2 
Scow'r'd the bright ES af Immortal | 


His Lawrels, and Noctic Triumph's' pitch. 
On Face and Out: ſide ſtay thy bold Deſi; +l 
»Tis Sacred, 'tis Apetio's:albyvithin;'>i-17 5: 1 6 
Thou may'ſ{t flight Sketches of the Surface ſhow, 
Not vex the Mine, whence .God4ikePreafures' flow. 
Came twenty Nymphs, his Mufe:comemed all, 5 


1H» M_AVBHAHgryv, T7 
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None went awa kdur her Golden Ball; 

The Gods of old were not ſh liberal: ' 22 | 
How many, free from Baze;1enjoy his dong; 

Drink N r ever Gay, and ever Toung? 

Tho” to thy Genius no A e 
Think not to draw the Poet, but che Man. 
Yet, Riley, thus thou endleſt vum muſt mare! ) 
His Generous Pen chi Peneil> ſhall pr Get, niz 1 
It draw ou Man, and wy make i it a "Sar, 
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Character of the ENGLISH. 
In Allufion. to Tacit. de Vit. Agric. 
By Mr. WOLSSLET. 


HE Freeborn Engliſh, Generous and Wile, 
T Hate Chains, but do not Government deſpiſe : 
Rights of the Crown, Tribute and Taxes, they, 
When lawfully exacted, freely pay. | 


Force — abhor, and Wrong they ſcorn to I: 


More guided by their Judgment than their Fear; 
Juſtice wich them is never held ſevere. 

Here Power by Tyranny was never got; 

Laws may perhaps enſnare them, Force cannot: 

Raſh Counſels here have ſtill the ſame Effect; 

The ſureſt way to reign, is to protect. 

Kings are leaſt ſafe in their — Will, 

Join'd with the wretched Power of doing ill; 
Torſaken moſt when they're moſt Abſolute: 

Laws guard the Man, and only bind the Brute. 

To force that Guard, and with the worſt to join, 

Can never be a prudent King's Deſign, 

What King would chuſe to be a Catiline? 

Break his own Laws, ſtake an unqueſtion'd Throne, 
Conſpire with Vaſlals to uſurp his own ? | 
'Tis rather ſome baſe Favourite's vile Pretence, 

To tyrannize at the wrong'd King's Expence. 

Let France grow proud, beneath the Tyrant's Luft, 
While the rackt People crawl and lick the Duſt., 

The mighty Genius of this Ifle difdains 

Ambitious Slavery and golden Chains. 

England to ſervile Yoke did never bow : | 
What Conquerors ne'er preſum'd, who dares do now 
man nor Norman ever could pretend 


o have enflay'd, but made this Ille their Friend. 
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By the Author of Abſalom and Acbitopbol. 
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Per Graifim opulos medieque per Elidis Urbens 
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10K. Jo how can I dedicate 1 ahi N Has 
ſo much juſtice as to goo ? 2 s the re 1 105 
Pre 82 ur ewn Heroe: Ti i Mb; | 
. draws at exugth, which you. e and prix 
fo much in little. . Nene of jour (ed arc 
ry weither the Landſcap e of che. Te ower, - nor 
meg 


Sun; nor the A Domini of yo ar New 
Sovereign's. Coronation. This mu 0G be a 
gratef1 undertaking 40 your whole arty : Eſpeci- 
ally to thoſe who have not been 22 bappy as. to pur- 
chaſe the Original. 1 Graver int made 2 
good Market *: FIT All. yrs 45 Lags, are. bought up al- 
ready; or the value ef the remainder ſo e 
that many a pour Polander who would. 1 glad 10 
wor ſhip. the 3 is not able to £0: ta 1b 'e coſt oe 
him : But muſt be content to ſee him here. I maſt 


confeſs I am no great Artiſt ; but Si u-poſt . the 


will ſerve the turn to remember a Friend by; eſpe- 
cially when better is not to be had. Jet for your 
comfort the lineaments are true: And though he 
are not five times to me, as he did to B. yet 1 have 


conſulted Hiſtory ;, as the Italian DARES do, 1 | 


eu ward draw a Nero or 4 agus; hong they 


gion by a Statue of bim, and ud ont the Colour. 
ing from Suctonius aud Tacitus. Truth i, 
might have ſpar d one fide of your Meaall : 25 


| „ end © 2 ＋ ee Pte eng 


the Sun; ach would then N out to better pur- 
- poſe. Yom tell ug in Wt , to the No bro 
teſtant Plot, that 7 1 be forced hereafter n 
leave off ge Modeſty : 7 ſuppoſe you mean that lit 
tle which is HE you : "For it u work i rags uber 
pg bout * 1 
jece of notorious eee, in the face of a 
Epalf's Government. I believe, when. he is dea 
Il wear bins - nb. Ring, as the Turk 
8 if there were Virtue in bi 
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. pe e 5 again Movtafthy.'' Tee 


2 ik N prete 105 o xc for the. P 5 
a, bar 1 Uo een "for ibe Perſon' ef th 
vg. B ut all mes who can e an inch before them, 
wy os detect thoſe 'profs fallacier. That it 


?  weeeffary 27 men led your circumſtances ro pretal 
"both, ts re era ou; for without them there coull 


be no ground t0 0. # faction. Bur I would ail 
8 cru queſtion, What riot has any. man't 
— {te % Port 1 of men, ſto come net 
"pA 5 bt © 1 „ Tarot be con 
Feder l in @ 2 e a "you da 
» ao, in Famer Ol: 0 5 vieh the the Fee 
in your Diſcvurſes, eg? to libel it in all . 
ting? made yon Judges in Iſrael Or km 
ir it conſiſtent with your | Zeal for the publick el 
fare to promote Sedition? Does your Definition if 


Kan whith is to ſerve the 2 according 10 1 
Zawr, allow yon the Livente of traduc ing the Ext 
entive Bower, with"eohich "you ou. he 15 * 
* 0 


be Men, they'can help their Iinagi. 


edall, Never was there pradig| 
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tall 
blk 


it, you" endeavorr, what in you lies, to make hi 


you would odionſly 


you bade not right to petition in a Crowd, much 


[1265/7 4 
ne complain that Bis Majeſly has loft the love and 
hoſe them: All good Snbjedts "abhor the thought" of 
Arbitrary Power, whether it be in one or many e 


If you were" the Patriots you would ſeem, you world 
not at this rate incenſe the Multitude to aſſure 


it; for mo ſober man can fear it, either from the 


King's Diſpoſition. or his Practice; or even, where 
lay t, from his Miniflers. 
Give us leave to enjoy the Government and the 
benefit of Laws under which we were born, and 
which ave defire to tranſmit to onr Poſterity. You | 
are not the Truſteet ef the publick Liberty: And if © 


leſs have yon to intermedale in the management 4 
Affairs. or to arraign what you do not lite; whi 

x effect is every rung that is done by the King and 
Connctl. Can you imagine that any reaſonable mam 
willbelieve you reſpect he Perſon of bir Majeſty, when 
tis apparent that your ſeditious Pamphlets are fluf- 
ed with particular Reflectiont on him: If you have 
he co ce to 7 this, tit eaſie to be einc d 


rom 4 thouſand Paſſages, which I only forbear 0 
quote, hecamſe I deſire tbey ſhould die amd be for- 
dotte n. I have perusd many of your Papers; and v0 
ow v that I haue, the third part of your No- 
roteltant: Plot is much of eit ſtolen from your dead 
duthor's Pampbler call the Growth of Popery: 
5 manifeſtly-as Milton's defence of the Engliſn Peo- - 
le, is from Buchanan; de jure regni apud Scotos: 
r your. firſt Covenant, aud new. Aﬀectation, from 
je holy League of the French Guiſards. Huy unt 
ho reads Davilla, may trace your Practices all 
ang. "There were the ſame;pretences for Reforma- 
01, and Loyalty, the ſame Aſperfions: of the King, 
4 the ſame gronnds of 4 Rebellin. I know:-wae 
Vor. I. N whether 


— 
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** you will take the 2 —— why 
ſays it was reported, that — 4 Hugonor 
.murtber'd Frans Dake of Guiſe by the inſtigati- 
ont ef Theodore Beza: Or that it was 4 Hugondt 
Miniſter, otherwiſe calld 4 Presbyterian, (for our 
Church abhars ſo deviliſe a Tenet) tube firſt uri 
.a Treatiſe of the lawfulneſs 7 ofeng and murther. 
eng Kings, of. a different Perſuaſion in Religion: 
But I am ableto prove _— = Doctrine of Calvin, 
and Principles of 3 r hat they ſet the Pei. 
ple above the Magiſirate; which, I miſtake nit, 
'#5 your 0wn fundamental; and which Carries your 
Loyalty 10 farther oy your Liting. When « 
Pate of the Houſe of C ammant goes 'on your ſh 
von are as read Feng N AY it were aſi 
into a Law: inch with an 
Former, en 2 AA Parliament, yo 
declare that in puts cafes yon will nat be obliged 
88 The Paage Age if abe ſume third part of ihe 
lot; and it £00 1 be dented 

The 2 Copy of your intended Hfſoviarion, 50 
ecitber wholly juflife or cumdemm; But, as th 
_ \Papiſts, when abe eee „ e ien d 
S . 

en ie 

— Go Council of of rent, So, ow, 
uiben your Affairs are in . 
not pretend chat tobe a legal Combination ;\bat whet 


3 foever yoo re ta Toad bar it will be mat 
dad aud juſbify'd to p For indeed there i 
— _——_ dong be ths Swords Te the pra 


time 70 Jay any n, IT ar? 
n Mint 
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n 
difference betwixt them, "that" the ends of the one 
are direckiy oppoſite to the other: One with the 
wveew's approbation aud conſunction, as head of it; 
the ther without either the conſent, or knowledee 
the King, againſt whoſe Authority it is manifeſtly 
deſigu d. Therefore you do well to habe "recourſe to 
your laft Evaſion, that it "was contriv'd by your E- 
memes and ſhaffted into the Papers that were ſeiꝭ d, 
which yet Jon ſee the Nation is not ſo eaſie to be- 
lieve, "4s your own, Fury; But the matter 15 not dif- 
ficult, to fd twelve meu in Newgate, who wou'd 
a ITT 
IJ have one only favoiir to deſire of yon at part- 
ing, that when you think of anſwering this Poem, 
you won employ the ſame Pens againſt it, who 
have combated with ſo much Tacteff” againſt Abſa- 
lom aud Achitophel : For then you may aſſure your- 
ſelves of 4 tlear Vitor % With ut the leg Reply. 
Rall at” me abutdantly and, mot te break a Cu- 
ſtom, do it without wit: By this method you will 
gain a capſideFable” point, which u, whally to_wave 
the anſwer 7 my Argamentt. Never own the bot- 
tom of your Principles, for fear they hond be Trea- 
Jon. Fall ſeverely on the miſcarriages of Govern- 
ment; for if Scandal be not alow'd, you are no free- 
born Subjects. If Gad has nat bleſs'd you with the 
Talent of Rhiming, make uſe , my poor Stock aud 
welcome's let your Verſes ran upon wy feet: And 
for the utmoſÞt' refuge of notorions Block-heads, reduc'd 
70 the laſt. extrenuty of ſenſe, turn ny own lines up- 
on me, and in utter deſpair of your own Satyr, make 
me Satyriſe my ſelf. \Some of you have beep gripes 
to this Bay 2 51 5 but above all the reſt cammend 
me ro the Noa-conformiſt, Parſon, who writ the 
"Whip and Key. [am afraid it is not read. ſo 
wach the Piece deſerves, becauſe the Bookſeller is 
FI F N 2 - every 
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every,week crying help at the end of his Gazette 
70 LY it of. Nu 755 Jam charitable enough ts + 
bim a kivaneſs, that it may be publiſb' d as well as 
printed; and that ſo 2 ns in * 1 
_vations, may not lie for Mate- paper in the Shop, 
Ter I half 7 * he went. 0 2 for bis ors 
than the Index of Hebrew Names and E: 2 
gies, which it priuted at the end of ſome Engliſh 
Bibles __ If Achitophel ſfognifie the Brother of 4 
Fool, the Author of that Poem will paſs with bis 
Readers for the next of kin. And perhaps 'tis the 
Relation that males the kindneſs. Whatever the 
Verſes are, buy *em a1 beſeech you ont of pity ; for 
I hear the Conventicle 1s ſhat up, and the Brother 
F Achitophel out of ſervice,  _ 


Now Footmen, you know, have the generoſity to 
male a Purſe, for a Member of their Society, who 
"has had bus Livery pull over bis Ears: Aud even 
_ *Proteſiant Secks are bought up amung you, out of 
ven ration to the name. A B ate in Poetry fron 
Senſe and Engliſh, will make as good a Proteſtant 
Rbimer, as a Diſſenter from the Church of England 
& Proteſtant Parſon, Beſides, if you encourage 4 
young Beginner, who knows but be may elevate his 
ſtyle a little, above the valgar Epithets of prophant, 
and ſa'vy Jack, and Arheifick ribler, with which 
| be treats me, when the fit of Enthuſiaſm is ſtron 
2 him? by which wellmanner d and charitab 
Expreſſions, I was certain of his Sed, before I knew 
his Name. bat won you have more of a man! 
"He has damm d me in your Canſe from Geneſis 15 
the Revelations: Aud bat half the Texts of both the 
Teſtaments againſt me, if you will be ſo civil to 
your ſelves as to take him for your Interpreter; and 
not #0 tate them for lriſn Witneſſes. . After al, 
perhaps you will tell me, that you retain'd bim 12 
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for the openiny of your Cauſe ,' aud thit your main 


Lawyer is yet br. Nowr-if u ſo bappen' be 
meet with no more Reply.than his Predeceffors 08 
may either conclude, that I truſt to the poodueſ} of 


my Cauſe, or fear my Adverſary, or diſdain him, or 
what you pleaſe, for the e ic, tit indifferent. 
10 your humble Servant, whatever your Party ſays 
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or thinks of him 
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N CE ide ous awful- Poet 8 444 
The threatning Nydra - faction of the —4 
Once more prepares his dreadful Pen to wie 
And ev'ry Muſe attends him to the Field: 
By Art and Nature for this Task deſign'd, 
ret modeſtly the Fight he long declin'd ; 
Forbore the Torrent of his Verſe to pour, 
Nor loos'd his Satyr till che needful Hour: 
- His Sov'raign's Right by Patience half betray'd, 
Wak'd his avengihg Genius to his Aid. 
Bleſt Muſe, whole Wit with ſuch a Cauſe was crown'd, 
And bleſt the Cauſe that ſuch a Champion found, 
With. choſen Verſe upon the Foe he falls, 
And 2 ey — 2 galls; . 
Yet, Hike 4 8 s:forc'd. t e 
Secure of Conqueſt he rehates his Ra ze Nos | 
His Fury not Without Diſtinction ſheds, . _ 
Hutls mortal Polts, but on devoted Heads: 
To leſs-infe&ed Members gente wund, 
Or ſpares, or elſe pours Balm into the Wound, 
Such gen'rous Grace th ngratefu] Vibe abuſe, 
And treſpafs on the & 7 ol bis Muſe; 
Their wretched dog ge forth they bring 
To Snarl and rhe again Poet's King; 
A Crew, that ſcandalizevihe Nation more 
Than all their Treaſon-eanting Prieſts before! 
On theſe he ſcarce vouchſafes a ſcornful ſmile, 
But on their pow'rful Patrons turns his Style. 
A Style ſo keen, as ev'n from Faction draws 
The vital Poiſon, ftabs to th' Heart their Cauſe. 
Take then, Ke Bard, what Tribute we can raiſe; 
8 our Thanks, for 1 tranſcend our Praiſe. 
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r the Untriown Author of the follow- 
ing Poem, aud that of Abſalom and 
renn e e en 


HU s pious ignorance, with dubous praiſe, 
Altars of old to Gods unknown did raiſe; 
They knew not the lov'd Deity, they knew 
Divine Effects a Caufe Divine did new 12 
Nor can we doubt, when ſuch theſe numbers are,) 
Syeh is their cauſe, . tho? the worſt Muſe: ſhall dare = 
Their ſacred. worth in humble Verſe declare. 
As gentle Thames charm'd with thy tuneful Song 
Glides in a peaceful Majeſty along; © _. | 
1'l, No rebel Stone, no lofry+ Bank does brave 
The eaſie paſſage of his ſilent wave; 
So, ſacred Poet, fo thy. Numbers flow, 
Sinewy, yet milch as happy Lovers wooes 
Strong, yet harmonious. tog as Planets move, 
Yet ſoft as Pon upon the. Wiags of Love: 
How (weet-dd's. Virtue in your dreſs appear? 
How much more charming, when much leſs ſevere ? 
Whilſt you our ſenſes harmleſly beguile, 
With all th' allurements of your happy Style; 
Y* inſinuate Loyalty with kind decei 15 * 
And into ſenſe tho unthinking many cheat: 
So the ſweet Thraciat with his charming lyre 
Into rude Nature virtue did inſpi rem 
So he the ſavage herd to reaſon dre. 
Yet ſcaree ſo {weets ſo charmingly as you; . 
O that yaw would with ſome ſuch powerful Charm 
Enervate Albion to juſt valour warm 
Whether much-ſuffering Charles ſhall Theam afford, 
Or the great Deeds of God-like James's Sword; 
Again fair Gallia might be ours, again 
Another Fleet might paſs the ſubject main, 
Another Edward lead the: Britains on, 
Or ſuch an Oſſory as you did moan; 4 
| T - .N 4 DE? While 
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272 The Fin 8ST Pa RT. of | 
While in ſuch Numbers you, in ſuch a ſtrain 
Inflame their -courage, and xeward their pain, 
Let falſe Achitophel the rout engage, 
Talk eaſie "Abſalom to rehel tag 
Let frugal Shimei curſe in holy Zeal, 
Or modeſt Corah more new Plots reveal; 
Whilſt conſtant to himſelf, ſecure of fate, 
Good David ſtill maintains the Royal State; 
Tho' each in vain ſuch various ills employs, 
Firmly he ſtands, and even thoſe ills enjoys; 
Firm as fair Albion midſt the raging Main 
Surveys encircling danger with diſdain: | 
In vain the Waves affault the unmov'd ſhore, 
In vain the Winds with mingled fury rore, 
Fair "+ 19h beauteous Cliff ſhine whiter than be- 
3 * . 
Nor ſhalt thou move, tho! Hell thy fall conſpire, 
Tho' the worſe rage of Zeal's Fanatick Fire; 
Thou beſt, thou greateſt of the Britiſhßh Race, 
Thou only fit to Hill great Charles's Place. 
Ah wretched Britain, { ah too ſtubborn Iſle! 
Ah ſtiff- neck d Iſrael on bleſt Canaan's Soil! 
Are thoſe dear Proofs of Heaven's Indulgence vain, 
Reſtoring David and his gentle Reign ? 
Is it in vain thou all the Goods doſt know 


— ey — — —— — 


Auſpicious Stars on Mortals ſhed below, 
1 While all thy Streams with Milk, thy Lands with ( 
1 | Honey BOWwEs 7 p29 4ic 03m hes 6. 
No more, fond Iſle! no more thy ſelf engage, 

In civil Fury, and inteſtine Rage 

No rebel Zeal thy duteous Land moleft, | 
But a ſmooth Calm ſooth every peaceful Breaſt, 
While in ſuch — ivinely fings 

The beſt of Poets, of the beſt of Kings. 
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A SATYR- againſt SEDIr Ion. 


O all our Antick Sights, and Pageantry, 
Which Engliſh Ideots run in crowds to fee, 
The 1 Medal bears the prize alone: 
A Monſter, more the Fayourfte of the Town 8 
Than either Fairs or Theaters have ſhown, 

Never did Art ſo well with Nature ftriye; 
; Nor ever Idol feem'd ſo much alive: 
1, So like the Man; ſo golden to the che 

̃ So baſe within, fo counterfeit and light, 

One ſide is fill'd with Title and with Face; 
And, leſt the King ſhou'd want a regal Place, 
On the Reverſe, a Tow'r the Town ſurveys; 
O'er which our mounting Sun his Beams l lays. 
The Word, pronounc'd aloud by Shrieyal Voice, 
Letamur, which, in Poliſh, is rejoice, _. A. 
The Day, Month, Year, to the great AQt are join'd: 
And a new Canting Holiday deſign'd. ix "pr 
Five days he fate,-for every caft and look; 
Four more than God to finiſh Adam took, . 
But who can tell what Eſſence Angels are, 
Or how long Heav'n was making Luc fer? 
O, cou'd the Style that copy'd every gace, 
And plough'd ſuch Furrows for an Eunuch Face, 
Cou'd it have form'd his ever-changing Will, 
The various Piece Lad tir'd the Grayer's Skill! 
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ki A Martial Heroe firſt, with-early Care, _ | 
| Blown, like a Pigmee by the Winds, to War, 
TTT 
| (0 young his hatred to his Prince began. 
Next this, (How wildly will Ambition ſteer!) 
1 A Vermin, wriggling in th' Uſurper's Ear, 

ö Bart'ring his venal Wi fot ſums of Gold, 
| He caſt — __ the aps £5 Mould ; Ga 
_ Groan'd, ſigh'dandpray? ing Gran. any 
The lowde Ba ae. of 2 thu queakiog er 
But, As tis ha to cheat & Juggler's Eyds 8 
His open lewdneſs he —.— ne Fer diſguiſe. - 
There ſplit the Saint: For Hypocritick Zeal 
Allows no Sins bu thoſe it cam conceal. 
| Whoring to Scandal gives too large a 4 
Saints muſt not trade; but they may interlope. 
Th' ungodly Principle was all the ſame; 
But à grofs Cheat e hs Partper's Game. 
Beſides, theit pace Was grave and ok: 
His nimble Wit.out-ran the ety Pack. | 
Yet {till he found his Fortune at d flay 3.41 
W hole droves of Blockheads choaki up bis Way; 
They took, but not re warded, his. A ** F. 
Villain and Wit exact a dquble prie 14 | 
Pow'r was his Aim: but, thrown = 


The Wretch turn'd Loyal in his * Nel ence; 
And Malice reconcil'd bm to his Prince... 
Him, in the anguiſh of his Soul he + ine 
Rewarded faſter fill than he deſerv'd.. 
Behold him now exalted; into. Truſt j ,_ 
His Counſel' s oft convenient, ſeldom . 

Ev'n in the maſt ſincere Advice he gave 
He had a grudging ſtill to be a. Knave. 
The Frauds he learnt in his Fanatick Vears, 
Made him uneaſie in his lawful Gears. | 
At beſt as little honeſt as he cou'd : 

And, like white Witches, miſchievouſly Good, 
To his. firſt Biaſs, longingly he leans ; 


And rather N 5 beg "or 1 Wires . 
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Thus, fram'd for ill, he loos d our D hold „ 
(Advice unſaſe, precipitous, and bold,) 
From hence thoſt Tears! that — our. woe 1 F: 
Who helps a pom rſul Friend, fore · arms a Foe.. . 1 
What wonder if the Waves prevail ſo far, 2700 
When * eut down the Banks that made the Bar? 5 
Seas follow: but their Nature to invade; 1 0 44 
But he by Art our native Strength — 4 
So Sampſon to his Foe his force: confeſt; x: 
And, to be ſhorn, lay ſlumb'ving} om her Breaſts 
_ when this fatal OGounſelh found too late, 
Expos'd its Author to the publick Hate; 
When his juſt Sov'reign, by no — _—_ - 
Con'd be ſeduc'd to arbitrary Sway, f 
Forſaken bf that hope, he ſhifts the Sail ; | 8 


Drives down the Current with a pop'lar 9 Y N 
And ſhews the Fiend: confeſs'd, without a Vail. 
He preaches to the Crowd; that Pow'r is lent, 
But not e Ki ogly Government; 
That Claims ve bear no binding force; 
That Coronation Oaths are things. of courſe; 
Maintains the Multitude can never err: 
And ſets the People in the Papal Chair. 
The reaſon's obvious; Irre neveribyes:; 
The moſt have ftill their Int'reſt in their Eyes: 
The Pow'r is always theirs, and Pow'r is ever wife. 
Almighty Crowd, 'thou:ſhorten"{Þall:diſpme 51. . + 
Pow'r is thy Eſſence; Wit thy Attribute! 
Nor Faith nor Reaſon make; thee at a ſtay, [way 4 
Thou leap'ſt o'er all eternal Truths, int y Pindarick 
Athens, no doubt; did righieouſly decide, 
When Phociom aud when' Socrates were tryd :- 
As righteouſiy they did thoſe dooms repent; 5 
Still they. — wiſe, hat- ever way they went. 
Crowds err not, tho“ to both extreams 3 run 
To kill the Father, and recall the 80. Li} 
Some think the Fools were moſt, as times ! r 
But now the World's Oer ſtock d wich ne Men. 
The common Cry is ev'n Religion“ I M bn Þ 
_ Turks is, at Conſtantinople, beit L 4: * | 
0s 
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1dols:in India, Po at Rome; + £8 "x . 
And our own Worſhip only true at home. 

And true, but for the time; tis hard to — 
How long we pleaſe it ſhall continue ſo. 
This ſide to-day, and that to-morrow: burns > 
So all are God-a'mighties in their Turns. 

A n plauſible and new: 
What Fools our Fathers were, if this be true! 
W ho, to deſtroy the Seeds of Civil War, 
Inherent Right in Monarchs: did declare: 
And, that a lawful Pow'r might never ceaſe, 


. Secur'd Succeſhon, to ſecure our Peace. 
Thus, Property and Sovereign Sway, at laſt 


In equal Balances were juſtly caft : 

Bur this new: Jehuſpurs the bot-mouth'd Horſe, 
Inſtructs the Beaſt to know his native Force; 
To take the Bit between his Teeth, and ad 

To the next headlong Steep or Anarchy. 

Too happy England," ij our good we — | 
Wou'd we poſſeſs the Fre we-purſue 
The laviſh: Government ean give no more: 
Yet we repine; and plenty makes us poor. 
God try'd us once; our Rebel-Fathers fought; 
He glutted em with all the Pow'r they ſought ; 
Till, mafter'd by their own uſurpi * rs | 
The free- orm Subject ſunk into a 8 

We loath our Manna, and we long for Quails; 
Ah, what is Man, when his own Fiſh revails ! : 
How raſh, how ſwift to plunge himſelf in ill; 
Proud of bis pow'r, and boundleſs: in his Will! 
That Kings can do no wrong we muſt; believe: 
None can they do, and muſt they all receive ? 
Help Heaven! or ſadly we. —— ſee an hour, 
When neither wrong nor right are in their Pow r! 
Already they have oſt their — Defence, 

The Benefit of Laws, which they diſpence. 


No juſtice to their righteous Cane alle W d: 


But baffled by an Arbitrary Crowd. 
And Medals grav'd, their Conqueſt rn 


| The * =] Coin of their adopted Lord. 
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The Man who b'd: but once, to ſee an A 

Mumbling to make the eroſs- grain d e paſs ; „. 
gh lng e ary chaw | 
The prick latable LW. . 
The V aneſſos, yon Leech: like, liv'd on blood, | 
Sucking for them were med'cinall y 6 — _ * 
But, When they faſten d on their feſter'd Sore; 

Then, Juſtice and Religion they forſwore; > 
Their Maiden Oaths debauch'd into a Whore. | 
Thus Men are rais'd by Factions, and decry'd; 
And Rogue and Saint diſtinguiſh'd Ts their Side. * 
They rack ev'n Scripture to Lonſeſi eir Cauſe; 
And. lead a Call to preach, in fpight of Laws, 

But * no news to the poor injurd Page ; 

It has been us'd as ill in every A 
And is conſtrain'd, with Patience, all to take; | 
For what defence can Greeł and Hebrew' make? 
Happy who can this talking Trumpet ſeize; '- © 
They make it ſpeak what-eyer Senſe they pleaſe? . 
'Twas fram'd, at firſt, our Oracle t® enquire;  * 
But ſince our Sects in Prophecy grow higher, 
The _ inſpires not ms; Archer the Text in 

treit? 

Ln thou great Euperiem of our * 
O, thou too bounteous, thou too fruitfal Nile, 
How ſhall I praiſe or curſe to thy deſert ! 9 
Or ſeparate thy ſound, from thy corrupted part? 

L call'A. thee Nite: the Parallel will tand + 

Thy tides of Wealth o'erflow'the fatten'd band; 

—— monſters from thy large inereaſe we find; 
der'd on the Slime thou leav'ſt vohind, 

80 ition has not wholly ſeiz'd on thee; | 

Thy nobler Parts are from infection free: n 

Of 1/rael's Tribes thou haſt a numerous Band ; - 

But till the Canaanite is in the Land. T 

Thy military Chiefs are brave and true; | 

Nor are thy diſinchanted Burghers few. 5 

The Head is Loyal which thy Heart commands; 

But what's a Head with two ſuch gouty 8 


* 
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The wiſe,and waalth love the ſureſt ways 
And are content to ive and t Qbey; 
But Wiſdom is to Sloch too great à Slaye;; 
None are ſo buſie as the Fool and Knave. 
Thoſe let me curſe; What Vengeance will they urge, 
Whoſe Ordures neither Plagne nor Fire can purge; 
Nor ſharp Experience can to Duty bring 
Nor angry Heav'n, nor a forgiving King! 
In Goſpel Plwaſe their Chapmen they betray : 
Their Shops are Dens, the Buyer is their Prey. 
The Knack of Trades is, living-on- the Spoil 3 
They boaſt, ev'n when each other they beguile. 
Cuſtomes to ſteal is ſuch a wivial Thingz «© | 
That 'tis their Charter, to defraud their King. 
All Hands unite of every jarring Set; 


— 


They cheat the Country firſt, and then infet. 
They, for God's Cauſe their Monarchs dare dethrone; 
hn" __ —_ to — er their own. 
W r the ing Jeſuit laid t ene: 
murth ring Kings or the Freech Puritan, . 
kr Sacrilegious Sects thein Guides out go ß 
d Kings and Kingly Pow'r word murther too. 
What means their Trait rous Combination leſs, 
Too plain F evade, tos ſhametul to confeſs, 
But Treaſon is not W 'd When tis deſcry id; 
Succeſsful Crimes alone are juſtifſ d. 
The Men, who no Conſpiracy wou'd find. 
Who doubts, but had it taken, they had join'd. 
Join'd, in a mutual Cov'nant of Defence 
— firſt _— 3 eder 4 
If Sovereign Right overeign Pow'r ſcan, 
The 3 bold — holds n God and Male” b 
God were not ſafe, his Thunder -cou'd.they ſhun, 
He ſhou'd be forc'd to Crown another — 
Thus, when the Heir was from the Vineyard thrown, 
The rich Poſſeſſion was the: Murthrers o ẽ n. 
In vain to Sophiſtry they have recourſe: 
By proving theirs no Not, thy prove tis worſe; 
Unmäskid Rebellion, and audacious Force. 
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And, if their Power the Paſſengers ſubdue 


11 Vi 


— — 


M1SGBLA 1 222 
ich, 
Ti wort e If 4784 . A 


e, Md iter 18 . 


Then, C cps "In düngde 18 * "is ix 
Eh OP v Ir, at os meal; 3 
Perha not who 0 melt down. 5 T0 7 
But 5 his regal ights within the Ki | 
From * by ep the Pow'r FP = and War 


And 70 6 0 . 7 0 of publick' « ire cl 4 

I Manier and. Fame, bs. dar hd 
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And hold the Cards, hile Commons play'd.. | 
Game. 


For whit can Power My more than Food and Drink, 
To live at eaſe; and nor be bound to think? 
Theſe are tile cooler. Methods of their . 
But their het Zealots think tis loſs of - ke 
On utmoſt 'Bounds of Loyalty they l 
And grin and, whet like a 77 8575 Band, 

That waits 0 for the laſt Co = WI 
Thus Outlaws, Hany ee n 
They ſteal ut Pn Squadrons Icoure the * al K 


The Moſt have Right, the Wrong is in the few. A 
Such impious Axioms foolithly they ſhow , , A 
For, in ſome Soils Republicks will po ie. 
Our Temp'rate. Ille off no Extreams f Wan ri 
Of Pop'lar Sway, or Arbitrary * * 5 
Bur ſlides erween them both into the, ben, 1 
Secure in Freedom, in a Monarch ble. 
And though the Climate, vex'd with various Winds, 
Works through our yielding Bodies, on our Minds, 
The wholfome Tempeſt. purges What it breeds; 
To recommend the almneſs that ſucceeds, 
But thoy | the Pander. of the People“ Hearts, 
(0 8 Soul, and Serpentine i in . | 
W hofe blandiſhments : 4 Batt Land h 1 100 hor, „ - 
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28s r Finer Pant of 
What Curſes on thy blaſted Name will fall! f 


Which Age to Age their Legacy ſhall call; all 
For all — e the Woes that muſt dend on 
— * rache th rey . CNT 
Has paſs'd through every Sect, or theirs through thee, 
But has thou giv'ſt, that Venom ſtill — 
And the Hor ation feels thee in their Brains. 
What elſe inſpires the Tongue, and ſwells the Breaſts 

Of all thy bellowing R Prieſts, | 
That preach up thee for God; be es thy Laws; 
And with thy Stum ferment their fainting Cauſe ? 

Freſh Fumes of Madneſs raiſe; and toil and ſweat 
To make the formidable Cripple great. 
Vet, ſhou'd thy Grimes ſucceed, ſhou'd lawleſs Pow'r 

*Compalſs thoſe Ends thy greedy Hopes devour, 
Thy canting Friends thy mortal Foes wou'd be; 
Thy God and theirs will never long agree. | 
For thine, {if thou haſt any) muſt be one 
That lets the World and Human-kind alone: 

A jolly God, that paſſes Hours too well 
To promiſe. Heav'n, or threaten us with Hell. 
That unconcern'd cat at Rebellion ſit; 

Aud wink at Crimes he did himſelf commit. 
A Tyrant theirs; the Heav'n their Prieſthood paints | 

A Conventicle of gloomy ſullen Saints; 

A Heay'n, like Bedlam, flovenly and fad; - 
+ Fore-doonr'd for Souls, with-falfe Religion mad. 
Without a Viſion. Poets can fore-ſhow !] | 
What all but Fools, by common Senſe, may know: 
If true Succeſſion from our Ifle ſhould fail, 
And Crouds profane, with impious Arms prevail, 
Not thou, nor thoſe thy Factious Arts engage, ; 
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| Shall reap that Harveſt of rebellious Rage, 
With which thou flatter thy decrepit Age. 
The ſwelling Poiſon of the Meral Sects, 
Which wanting Vent, the Nation's Health infects, 
Shall burſt ay, Fl and fighting owt their way, 
The various Venoms on each other prey. 
The Presbyter, puft up with ſpiritual pride, 
| Shall on the Necks of the lewd Nobles ride: 
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Vis Brethren damn, the civil Pow'r deſie; 
And parcel out Republick Prelacy. xp... 
But ſhort ſhall be his Reign: his rigid-Yoke | 
And, Tyrant Pow'r will puny Sects proyokez. 

And Frogs and Toads, and all the Tadpole Train 

Will eroak to Heay'n for help, from this deyouring 
Crane. ** | 2 - 

The Cut-throat Sword and clamorous Gown ſhall jar, 

In ſharing their Ill-gotten Spoils of War: | 

Chiefs ſhall be grudg'd the part which they pretend; 

Lords envy Lords, and Friends with every Friend > 

About their impions Merit ſhall contend. © © 

The ſurly Commons ſhall reſpe& deny; 

And juſtle Peerage out with Property. 

Their Gen'ral either ſhall his Truft betray, 

And force the Crowd to Arbitrary Sway; IE 

Or they ſuſpecting his ambitious Aim & £ | 


— 
- 
* 
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In hate of Kings thall caſt anew the Frame; 
And thruſt our Collatine that bore their Name. 
Thus inborn Broils the Factions wou'd engage; 
Or Wars of -exiFd Heirs, or foreign Rage, 
"Til pens. Vengeance overtook our We ut th 
wild Jabours; wearied into Reft, t... 


And onr 


Reclin'd us on a rightfut Monarch's Breaſt. 
2 — Pudet hac opprobria vobis 
Er dies potwiſſe, e non potwiſſe reſalli. 
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| The entire Bp ode of Niſus and . 
tranſlated from the Sa td * ada 


AUGER. 
25 $45 EYS bares 23 
| Connegiont of the. Firt Part of the ode 


in the Fifth Book; + FRY gt reſt of the foregoing 
Fox. B — n 4 
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Eneas having 3 as 15 in Sil, and 
 ferting ſail from thence in ſearch. of Italy, is drives 


| by a Storm ow-the fame:Coaſts from whence, he depart. 


"ed: After a Year's wandring, be is kofpitably receiv'd 
” .by his Friend Aceſt es, King of that park; of & A 
{ who was born of Trojan Parentage: He applies him- 
elf te celebrate the memory of hit Father with divine 
Honours; ——— —— r 

appoints Protes HEE. in them 
4 — of theſi Gumes vuas 4 Foot Race ; ND which Niſus 


and Euryalus Were 6 Frojans ard 
Sicilians, 
OR Ming is Arty \ ab N 


a pro M 33 way the Tyojan Heroe bent, 
Into a graſſy Plain With Mountains pent, 
Whoſe — were ſhaded with ſurrounding wood; 

Full in the midſt of this fair Valley, ſtood 

A native Theater, which xiſing ſlow, 

By juſt degrees, erlook d che Ground below: 

A numerous Train attend in ſolemn ſtate: 

High on the new-rais'd Turf their Leader ſate: 

Here thoſe, who in the rapid Race delight, 

- Deſire of Honour, and the Prize invite: 

The Trojans and Sicilians mingled ſtand, 

With 4 _ Euryalus, the foremoſt of the Band, 
outh and beauty crown'd, 

22 e to the Boy renown'd 
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Diores next of Priam's Regal Race, 

Then Salius, joim'd wich Patron, took his place: 4 
But from 3 deriv'd his births; 
The other o- d it to Arradian Earth, | 
Then two Sicilian Youths; the name of this 
Was Helimus, of that was Pahopes : Au 4 
Two jolly Huntſmen in the Foreſt bred, po 
And owning old Aceſtes for. their Head. # 614 
With many others of obſeurer name, 7 2 81 
Whom Time has not deliver d oer to Tame: 
To theſe Æneas in the müdſt ataſe, ann o 
And pleaſingly did thus his Mind pede; e 
Not one of you ſhall anrewarded * TREES 8 
Om each 1 will two Cretan Spears 
Pointed with pores Steels a — — 
With Silver ſtudded; theſe in common ſhare. * | 
The foremoſt three ſhall Olive Garlands wear: 
The Victor, ho fall Heft the Race obtain, 
Shall for 4 Prize a well-byeath'd- Coorfer 2 ; 
Adorn'd with, Trappings; to the. next im — 
The Quiver of an Am, Dames. «11 
With feathes'd-Thracian Hr well t wel-ſupphyrd, 
Hung on, We wielr Je ys | 
The third Grecaias Helmet muſt content. 
He ſaid: to their apps inte Baſe they wen. 
With beating Hearts th' en Sign eee Ta? 
And ſtartingall at oncen thel Station leave. IT 
Spread out, a oh the Wings bf Winds they tow,” 

And ſeiz'd the, diſtant Geat-With eager: view 7 
Shot from the Crowd, Twiſt /Nifws Abe a, 
Not ſtorms, nor thunder equal half — 00 Wi 
The next, but thoꝰ the * et far digen d, 4 
Came Sel, eng vir tpac behind behirtd, ©: n & 
1. 22s g 00: nu 

ext Hel Jong Borer 5 
5782 ur 5117 25 17 
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Now ſpent, "The Or almaſt reach at EM a) 
When eager Niſuy ere wr ate, I 


Slipt 
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234 The FinsT Pant of. 
Slipt firſt, and flipping, fell upon the plain, 
Miſt with the 1000 2 82817 lately flain; * 
The careleſs Victor had not mark's his way, 
But treading where the treacherous puddle lay, 
His heels flew up, and on the graſſy floor 
He fell, beſmear'd with filth and holy gore. 
Nor mindleſs then Euryalus of thee, 
Nor of the ſacred bonds of amity, 9 
He ftrove th' immediate Rival to oppoſe, 
And caught the foot of Salius as he roſe; . 
— Salius lay extended on the Plain: 
Zuryalus ſprings out the Prize to gan, 
And cuts the Crowd; applauding peals attend 
The Conqu'ror to the Goal, wht conquer d chro hij 
Next Helens, and then Diores came, © © | [friend, 
By two misfortunes, now the third in fame. 
But Salius enters, and exclaiming loud 
For Juſtice, deafens and diſturbs the Crowd: 
Urges his Cauſe may in the Coburt be heard, 
And pleads the Prize is wrongfully conferr'd, 
But favour for Ewryalus appears, 
His blooming beauty and his graceful tears 
Had brib'd the Judges to _ his claims : 25 
Beſides Dioras does as lou 
Who vainly reaches at the l Reward, 

If the firſt Palm on Salivs be conferr d. 
Then thus the Prince: Let no diſputes ariſe ;- 
Where Fortune plac'd it, I award the Prize... 

But give me leave her Errors to amend, | 
At leaſt to pity a Gelerying Friend. 
0 Thus having ſaid, 
1 A Lion's Hide, amazing. to behold;: 00 
= Pond'rous of briſtles, and with paws of gold, 
| He gave the Youthz which Niſus priev'd to view: 
| If ſuch rewards to Mars 8 67 nn — due, 
| re. falling i 1 — . _ 
1 | t Frize may Niſus yo 
Who merhed the fr — 727 fs? ” 
rrune try, 
Woudortune inks me-fall as _ wit 
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With this he eve to his face, and ſhow'd' 
His hands and body all beſmear'd with blood: 

Th' indulgent Father of the people ſmil'd, | 

And caus d to be produc'd a maſſie Shield 

Of wond'rous art — Didymaon wrought, N 

Long ſince from Neptune's bars in triumph brought; 
With this, the graceful Youth he gratify'd: 125 
Then the remaining preſents did divide. 


Connection of the remaining part of the Epi- 
ſade, tranſlated out of the + Ninth Book of 
Ae. ZEneids, with the foregoing Part of the 


— 


The War being now broke out betwixt the Trojans and 
Latins; and Eneas being overmatch'd in numbers by 
his Enemies, who were aided by Ring Turnus, he for- 
tifes his Camp, and leaves in it his woung Son Aſca- 
nius, under the direction of his chief Counſellors and 
Captains ; "while he goes in perſon, to beg Succours from 
King Evander and the Tuſcags. Turnus takes. ad- 
vantage of his abſence, and aſſaults his Camp: The 
Trojans in it are reduced to great extremities; which 
gives the Poet the occaſion of continuing this admirable 
Epiſode, "wherein he deſcribes the friendſhip „the gene- 
roſity, the adventures, and the death of. Niſus and 


Euryalus. 


H E Trojan Camp the common danger ſhar'd; 
Buy turns they watch'd the Walls; and kept the 
Nightly Guard. we; „ „ 9 0G 
o warlike Niſus fell the Gate by Lott... 
Whom Hyrtatus on Huntreſs Ida got: 
nd ſent to Sea, Anas. to attend,) » (ſend. 
ell could he dart the Spear, and Shafts unerring 
ſide him ſtood Euryalus, his ever · faithful Friend. ) 
o Youth in all the Trajan Hoſt mas ſeen. + 
ore beautiful in arms, or of a Nobler mein . 
arce 


— 
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= 236 Ae Finer Panr of 
* Scarce was the Downwipon his Chin begun; 
One was cheir Friendſhip, their Deſite was one: 
With Minds united in the Field they Warr' d, Ei 
And now were both by Qhoice upon the Guard. 
Then Niſns thus gt ir aint (7941562921 0m 
8¹ do the Gads this warbk 


e Warmth uinſpire, 
r makes each Man a God of his deſire? 
A noble Ardour bails Within my Breaſt, 2 
Eager of Action, Enemy of Reſt; 
That urges me to Fight, or undertake 6h 
Some Deed that may my Fame immortal make. 
Thou ſeaſt the Foe ſecure : How faintly ſhine 
Their ſcatter' d Fires? the moſt in Sleep ſupine; 
Diſſolv'd in Eaſe, and drunk with Victory: 
The few awake the fuming F ply; 
All huſh'd around: Now hear what I revolve [reſolve 
Within my mind, and What my labouring thought 
Our abſent Lord both Camp and Council mourn; 
By Meſſage both would haſten his return: 
The Gifts propos 'd if they confer on thee, 
(For Fame is recompence enough to me 
Nethinks beneath yon Hill, 1 have eſpyd 
A way that ſafely will my Paſſage guide. 
Euryalus ſtood liſt'ning while he fpoke, 
With Love of Praiſe and noble Enyy ſtrook; 
Then to his arent Friend expos'd his mind: 
All chis alone, and leaving me behind! 
Am T unworthy, N, to be join dd? 
Think'ſt thou my Share of honour I will yield, 
Or ſend thee unaſſiſted to the Field? 


Born in a Siege, e Alarius: 


Nor is my Youth unworthy: of my Friend, 
Or of the Heawu-horn Heroe 1 attend. * 
E 2 calbd | Life wich eaſe Lean diſclaim; 
think it OV 0 Fame. 
22 
Would mister new matter to my Fears; | 
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Nor is it juſt thou ſnouldſt thy With obtain 
So Jove in Triumph bring me back again 
To thoſe dear Eyes; or ff a God there be 
To pious Friends, propitious more than jñne 
But if ſome one, às many ſure there arc ꝶ 
Of adverſe accidents in doubtful War. 
If one ſhould reach my Head, there let it fall, 
And ſpare thy life, I would not periſh all: N 
Thy Louth is worthy of a longer Date: 
Do thou remain to mourn thy Lover's Fate; 
To bear my mangled Body from the Foce, 
Or buy it back, and Fun' ral rites beſtow. Tt 492 15 
Or if hard Fortune ſhall my Corps deny 
Thoſe dues, with empty Marble to ſupply. 
O let not me the Widow's tears rene 
| Let not a Mother's curſe my name purſue; ' 
uGhts Thy pious Mother, Who in Love to thee; 
1; Left the fair Coaſt of fruitful Siri; 
Her Age committing to the Seas and Wind. 
When ev'ry weary Marron ſtaid behinße. 
To this Euryalus, Thou plead'ſt in vain, 54 
And but delay'ſt the cauſe thou canſt not gane 
No more, tis loſs of time: Wich that he wakes 
The nodding Watch; each to his Office takes: 
The Guard reliev'd, in Company they went 
To find the Council at che Royal Tent. * 
Now every living ching lay void of care, 
And Sleep, the common giſt of Nature, ſnhare: 
Mean- time the Trojan Peers in Oouneil fate, : 


v4. 4 
# — 


And call'd their chief Commanders, to debate 
The weighty buſineſs of th' indanger'd State. 
bat next was to be done, who to be ſent 

T* inform nens of the Foe's intent. 63 
In midft of all the quiet Camp they held © 
Nocturnal Council; each faftains a Shield, &; 
be his prog — rear; 

nd leans upon a long-proje . 
Now Niſus Ind his Friend approach the Guard, 
And beg admittance; <ager to be heard ; © | $ 
Th' affa important; not to be deferr'd. he 
* 7. Aſtanius 


% 


/ 


- (For I no other 


Cloſe by the Gate and coaſting by the Sea; 


By Hoary-Vefta's rites, and dark abodes,. .. - 


KS. 
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Aſcanius bids them be conducted in; 
Then thus, commanded, Niſus does begin. 


Le Trojan Fathers lend attentive Ears; 


Nor judge our Undertaking by our Lears. 
The Foes ſecurely drench'd in Sleep and Wine 
Their Watch neglect; their Fires but thinly, ſhina 
And where the Smoak in 1 Hies 
Cov'ring the Plain, and clouding all the Skies, 
Betwixt the ſpaces we have mark d a Way, 


This Paſſage undiſturb d, and uneſp d. * of 
Our Steps will ſafely to ue, guide. 
Expect each hour to ſee him back again 
Loaded with ſpoils of Foes, in Battel ſlain: 
Snatch we the lucky Minute while 'we may, 
Nor can we be miſtaken in the ways _ 
For Hunting in the Vale, we oft have ſeen 

The riſing Furrets with the ſtream between; 
And know its winding Courſe, with every Ford. 
He paus'd, and old Alethes took the word. 
Our Country Gods in whom our truſt we place, 
Will yet from rain ſave the. Trojan race; 

While we behold ſuch ſpringing worth appear, 
In youth ſo brave, and breaſts ſo void © 5 
(With this he took che hand of either Boy, 
Embrac'd them cloſely. both, and wept for joy) 
Ve brave young men, what equal 8 can we, 
What recompence for ſuch, deſert, dęecree! 
The greateſt ſure and beſt you can receive. 
The Gods, your virtue, and our tame will give: 
Fhe reſt, our grateful . will beſtow; -. 
And young Aſcanius, till his Manhood, owe. 
And I whoſe welfare in my Father lies, 
(Aſcanius adde) by all the Deities 
By our great Country, and our houſhold Gods, 


R ww odw..v.'25.,... hs. bn 8 


Adjure you both, on you my Fortune ſands, 


That and my Faith. 1, Pi ers your hands, 


ke me on BPR ſafe return, 


but only his can mourn,) 
| * 1 5 Niſu 


iſs 


— 


— 2 * Y * 
- = = 
 - 
7 | __ 
G % 


Misc LAN PotMs. 289 


Niſus your gift ſnall two large Goblets 


Of Silver wrought with curious Imag'ry, 


And high emboſt: which when old Priam reign d 1 


My conqu'ring Sire at ſack'd Arisba gain d. 
And more, two Tripods caſt in antick mould. 
With two great Talents of the fineſt Gold. 
Beſides a Bowl. which Tyrian Art did grave; 
The Preſent that Sidonian Dido gave. 

But if in conquer d Italy We reign, 


— 


When Spoils by Lot the Victors ſhall obtain, 
Thou ſaw'ſt the Courſer by proud Turnus preſt; 
That, and his golden Arms, and ſanguine Creſt 


And Shield, from lot exempted, thou ſhalt ſhare, 


With theſe, twelve captive Damſels young and fair: 


Male Slaves as many; well appointed all 

With Veſts and Arms, ſhall to thy Portion fall: 

And laſt a fruitful Field to thee ſhall reſt, 

The large demenes the Latian King poſſeſt. 

But thou, whoſe Years are more to mine ally'd, 

No fate my vow'd Affection ſhall divide 

From thee, O wondrous Youth: Be ever mine, 

Take full Poſſeſſion, all my Soul is thine 

My life's Companion, and my boſom Friend; 

One Faith, one Fame, one Fate ſhall both attend. 

My Peace ſhall be committed to thy Care, 

And to thy Conduct my Concerns in War, 

Then thus the bold Eutyalus replyd; 

Whatever Fortune, good or bad, betide, 

The ſame ſhall be my Age, as now my Youth, _ 
o time ſhall find me dee to my Truth. 

his only from your Bounty let me gain; 

And this not granted, all rewards are vain:) 

Df Priam's Royal Race my Mother came, 

ind ſure the beſt that ever bore the Name: 

hom neither Troy, nor Sicily could: hold 

rom me departing but e 64 and old, 

y Fate ek 

hatever danger, neither parting kiſs, 

or pious Blefling taken, GG L leave; 


nd in this only Act of all my Life deceiye: 


— 


ollow'd; ignorant of this 
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this your hand and conſcious Night I ſwear, 

My Yourh ſo fad a Eo Eon Bag bear. 1 
Be you her Patron, fill my yacant Place; 

(Permit me to preſume ſo great a Grace). 

Support her Age, forſaken and diſtreſt; 

That hope alone will fortify my Breaſt, 
Againſt the worſt of Fortunes and. of Fearse 

He ſaid; th Aſſiſtants ſhed: preſaging Tears. 

But above all, Aſcanius moved to. ſee | 
That image of paternal piety, 

Then thus reply'd. "4. 


So great Beginnings in ſo green an Age 
Exact that Faith, which 11 Len — | 
Thy Mother all the Privilege ſhall claim. 
Creuſa had; and only. want, the Name. 

W hat-e'er. event thy enterpriſe ſhall have, 
»Tis Merit to have born a Son ſo brave. 
By this my Head, a ſacred Oath, I ſwear, 
(My Father us'd it) What returning, here 
Crown'd with ſucceſs, I for thy. ſelf prepare, 
Thy Parent and thy Family Hall ſhare: 


Ile ſaid: and weeping while he ſpoke the word, 


— 


From his broad Belt he drew a ſhining Sword, 
Magnificent with Gold; Tycaon made. 
And in an Iv'ry ſcabbard ſheath'd the Blade. 
This was his Gift- while Mneſtheus.did provide 
For Niſus Arms; a grifly Lion's Hide; [rry's.b 
And true Alethes chang*d with him his Helm of temper 
Thus arm'd they went; the noble Trojans wait 
Their going forth, and follow to the Gate. 
With Pray*rs and Vows above the reſt appears 
Aſcanius manly far above his years,. 
And Meſſiges Torge to their care, 
Which all in Winds were, loſt, and empty Air. 
The Trenches firſt they paſs; then took their way, 
V here their proud foes in pitch d Pavilions lay. 
To many fatal ere themſelyes were lain: 
The careleſs Hoſt diſperſt upon the Plain 
They found, who drünk with Wine ſupinely ſnore: 
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Midſt wheels, and reis, and arktis, the Goblet b. 
AMediy of Bebauen and War they lie. 

Obſerving Niſus ſhew'd His friend be ſight; 
Then thus; bebold a Conqueſt without Fight. | 
Occaſion calls che Sword to be prepar'd: 
Our way lies there, ſtand thou poke the guards. 
And look behind,” while 1 fecurely.go 1 
To cut an Auple Paſſape through the Foe, 
Softly. he ſpoke; then ſtaking took his way, 
With his e Sword, where haughty Rhamnes lays. 
His head raistd high, on Tapeftry beneath, 
And heaving from his breaft, he puff d his breath. _ 
A King and Prophet, by King Turnus lov'd, 
But fate by Preſcience*cantior be remov d. 
Three fleeping Slaves he ſoon ſubdues: then ſpies | 
Where Rhemus; with his proud Retinue, lies x _ 
His Armour-bearer firſt, and next he kills Co 
His Charioteer; entreneb'd betwixt the wheels, 
And his lov'd Horſes; laſt invades their Lord, 
Full on his Neck he aims the fatal Sword: ] 
The gaſping head flies off; a purple food | 
Flows Wee the Trunk, that wallows in the blood 
Which by the ſpurning heels diſpers'd around. 
The bed, beſprinkles and bedews the ground.  _ 
Then Lamyrus with Lamus, and the young 
Serranus, who with gaming did prolonng 
.þ The night: oppreſt with wine and ſlumber lay 5 
The beauteous Youth, and dreamt of lucky Play; 5 
More lucky, had it been protracted till the day. 
The famiſh'd Lion thus with hunger bold, | 
O'er-leaps the fences of the nightly fold, | 
The peaceful Flock devours, and tears, and draws 
Wrapt up in ſilent fear, they lie and pant beneath his 
| Nor with leſs rage Euryalus imploys. [his paws. 
75 The vengeful Sword, nor fewer foes deſtroys; 
But on th* ignoble Crowd his fury flew; 
Which Fadu,, Hebeſus; and Rhætus flew, -. 
With Abaris : in ſleep the reſt did fall, 
But Rhatu Waking and obſerving all, 
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Behind a mighty Jar he ſlunk for fearz 
The ſharp-edg'd Iron found and reach'd him there: 
Full as he roſe he plung'd it in his ſides | 
The cruel Sword return'd in crimſon dy d. 
The wound a blended ſtream of wine and blood 
Pours out; the purple Soul comes floating in the flood. 
Now where Meſſapus quarter d they arrive; 
The fires were fainting there, and juſt alive; 
The warlike Horſes ty'd in order fed WE bent 
Niſus the difcipline obſery'd, and ſaid, . 
Our eagerneſs of blood may both betray: .. 
Behold the doubtful glimmering' of the day, 
Foe to theſe nightly. thefts * No more, my friend, 
| Here let our glutted Execution end; 
A Lane through ſlaughter'd Bodies we have made: 
= The bold Euryalus, though loth, obey d: 
| Rich Arms and Arras which they ſcatter' d find, 
And Plate, a precious load, they leave behind. 
Yet fond of gaudy Spoils, the Boy would ſtay 
Io make the proud Capariſons his pre, 
= Which deck'da neighb'ring Steed — 
- Nor did bis Eyes leſs longingly behold 
The Girdle ſtudded o'er with Nails of Gold, 
Which Ramnes wore : This Preſent long ago 
On Remalus did Cedicus beſtow, W 
And abſent join'd in hoſpitable Ties. 
He dying to his Heir bequeath'd the prize: 
Tüll by the conquering Ratuli oppreſt 
He fell, and they the glorious gift poſſeſt. 
Theſe gaudy, ſpoils Euryalus now bears; 
And vainly on his brawny Shoulders wears: 
Aeſſapus Helm he found amongſt the dead, 
Garntſh'd with plumes, and fitted to his head, 
; They leaye the Camp and take the ſafeſt road; 
Mean-time a Squadron of their. foes abroad. 
Three hundred Horſe with Bucklers arm'd, they ſpy'd, 
Whom Volſcens by the King's command did guide: 
To Turnus theſe were from the City ſent, - 


And to perform their Meſſage ſought his Tent, \ 
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Approaching near their utmoſt Lines they draw; 
When bending tow'rds the left, their Captain. faw 
The faithful pair ; for through the doubtful ſhade 
His glitt ring Helm Euryalus betray'd ; : 5 
On which the Moon with full reflection play d. 
"Tis not for nought (&ry'd Volſcens from the crowd) 
Theſe Men go there; then rais'd his voice aloud: 
Stand, ſtand ! why thus in Arms? And whither bent? 
From whence, to whom, and on what Errand ſent ? 
Silent they make away; and haſte their flight | 
To neighb'ring Woods; and truſt themſelves to night. 
The ſpeedy horſemen ſpur their Steeds, to get 
"Twixt them and home; and ev'ry path beſet, 
And all the windings of the well-known Wood; 
Black was the Brake, and thick with Oak it ſtood, 
With Fern all horrid, and perplexing Thorn, 4 
Where tracks of Bears had ſcarce a paſſage worn. 
The darkneſs of the ſhades, his heavy prey, 
And fear, miſ-led the younger from his way: . 
But Niſus hit the tufns with happier haſte, : 
Who now, unknowirig, had the danger paſt, | 
And Alban Lakes from Alba's name fo call'd; 
Where King Latinus then his Oxen ſtall'd. 
Till turning at the length he ſtood his ground, 
And vainly caſt his longing eyes around * 
For his loſt friend! 1 RE INET) 
Ah! wretch, he cry'd, where have J left behind, 
Where ſhall I hope th' unhappy Youth to find! 
Or what way take! Again he yentures back, 
And treads the Mazes of his former track, _ 
Thro' the wild wood: at laſt he hears the Noiſe 
Of trampling Horſes, and the Riders voice. 
The Sound approach'd, and ſuddenly he view'd 
His Foes incloſing, and his Friend purſu'd, 
Forelaid, and taken, while he ſtrove in vain 
The Covert of the neighb'ring Wood to gain, 
What ſhould he next attempt, what arms employ 
With fruitleſs force to free the Captive Boy > 
Or tempt unequal numbers with the Sword; 
And die by him whom ing he ador'd? 
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' | Reſoly'd,on death his dreadful. Spear he ſhook, _ 
And caſting to the Moon a mournful look, —_ 
Fair Queen, faid he, Who do'ſt in, woods, delight, 
And Grace of Stars the Goddeſs of the Night,.. 


* 4 i 


Be preſent, and direck my Dart aright. -* + 
If e'er my pions Father DT T0 fake, 
Did on thy Altars grateful offerings, make, 
Or 1 increas'd them with Neben toils: 
And hung thy Sacred Roof with ſavage Spoils, 
Through the brewn ſhadows guide my flying Spear 
To reach this Troops Then 40758 om his car 
The quiv'ring Weapon with full force he threw; 
Through the divided ſhades the deadly Jayelin flew, 
f | On Sulmo's back it ſplits : the double gart 
| | Drove deeper onward, and transfix d his heart. 
= - He ftaggers round, his eye-balls rowl in death; 
| And ah ſhort Sobbs, he. gaſps away his breath. 
| All ſtand amaz'd; i Javelin Kies + th 
Prom his ftretch'd arm, and hiffes through the Skies: 
The Lance through Tagus” Temples forc'd its way; 
And in his brain-pan warmly buried lay. 
Fierce Volſcens foams with rage; and gazing round, 
Deſcry'd no Author of the fatal wound. 
N Nor where to fix revenge: But thou, be cries, 
© - Shalt pay for both; and at the Pris ner flies, 
= With his drawn Sword : Then, ſtruck with deep de- 
Ihe fatal fight the Lover could got bear; {[ſpair, 
But from his Covert. ruſht in open view: 
And ſent his voice before him as he flew; 
Me, me, employ your Sword on me alone: 
The crime p69, $'d; the- fact was all my own. 
He neither could nor. durft, the guiltleſs Youth, 
Ye Moon and Stars beaf witneſs to the Tryth ; 
- His only fault, it that be to offend, |; © a 
Vas too much loving his unhappy friend. -- 
Too late, alas, BO. . 
The Sword, which unrelenting fury guides, 
Driv'n with full force had pierc'd his tender fides ; 
Aae wound 


us Youth, the 
the ground; 
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Down fell the beauteous 
Guſh'd out a Crimſon ſtream and ſtain 
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| His nodding Neck reclines on his white Breaſt, 
Like a fair | 


low'r, in furrow'd Fields oppreſt. 
y the keen Share: or Poppy on the plain, 4 
Whoſe heavy Head is overcharg'd with rain. | 
Diſdain, deſpair, and deadly vengeance vow'd, 
Drove Niſus headlong on the Hoſtile Crowd; 
yolſcens he ſeeks, at him alone he bends ; | 
Born back, and puſh'd by his ſurrounding friends, 
He ſtill prels'd on; and kept him ſtill in ſight; 
Then whirl'd aloft his Sword with all his might; 
Th' unerring Weapon flew; and wing'd with death, 
Enter'd his gaping Mouth, and ſtop'd his breath. 
Dying he ſlew : ang Ragg'ring on the plain, 

Sought for the Body of his Lover ſlain: - 

Then quietly on his dear- Breaſt he fell; 

Content in 125 * reveng'd ſo well. 

O ha air! for if my verſe can give 

Herze 1 fame ſhall ever live 1 2 

Fix'd as the Capitol's Foundation lies, 


And ſpread where-e'er the Roman Eagle flies © 
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Tele Spartan Virgins, noble, young, and fair, 
With Violet wreaths adorn'd their flowing hair; 
And to the pompous Palace did reſort, | 
Where fenelans kept his Royal Court, | 
There hand dh hand a comely Quire they led; 7 
To ſing a. bleſſing to his Nuptial Bed, ": 


With curious Needles wrought, and painted lowers 
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Jove's beauteous Daughter now his Bride muſt be, : 


* 


= And Jove himſelf was leſs a God than he: 
= For this their artful hands inſtruct the Lute to ſound, 
= Their feet aſſiſt their hands, and juſtly beat the ground, 
This was their ſong: Why, happy Bridegroom, why 
} Ere yet the Stars are kindſed in the Sky, 
Ere twilight ſhades, or Evening dews are ſhed, 
Why doſt thou Real ſo ſoon away to bed! + 
| Has Somnus bruſh'd thy Eye-lids with his Rod, 
| Or do'thy Legs refuſe to r their Load, 5 
=. With flowing bowls of a more generous God ? 
If gentle ſlumber on thy Temples creep, _ 
(But naughty Man thou doſt not mean to ſleep) 
Betake thee to thy Bed thou drowzy Drone, 
Sleep by thy ſelf, and leave thy Bride alone: 
G80, leave her with her Maiden Mates to play 
At ſports more harmleſs, till the break of day: 
Give us this Evening; thou haſt Morn and Night, 
And all the year before thee, for delight, 
O happy Youth? to thee among the crowd. 
Of rival Princes, Cupid fneez'd afoud; 
And every lucky Omen ſent before, — 
To meet thee landing on the Spartan ſhore, 
Of all our Herogs thou canſt boaſt alone, 
That Jove, when-e'er he Thunders, calls thee Son: 
Betwixt two Sheets thou ſhalt enjoy her bare; 


With whom no Gretian Vitgin can compare: 

So ſoft, ſo ſweet, ſo balmy, and ſo. fair. 

A boy, like thee, would make a Kingly line: 
But oh, a Girl, like her, muſt be divine. 
Her equals, we, in years, but not in face, 

Twelveſcore Virago's of the Spartan Race, 

While naked to Eurota's banks we bend, 

And there in manly. exerciſe contend. 
When fhe appears, are all eclips'd and loſt; 

And hide the Beauties. that we made our boaſt. 

So, when the Night and Winter. diſappear, 

The Purple morning riſing with the year | 
| Salutes. the 8 ring, as her Celeſtial eyes -. _ E 

Adorn the World, and brighten all the Skies: 

AW | $0 


„% V ĩ Ts ß CR 


* 


MriscgLLANY POEMs. 

So beauteous Helen ſhines among the reſt, 
Tall, flender, ſtraight, with all the Graces bleſt: 
As Pines the Mountains, or as Fields the Corn, 
Or as Theſſalian Steeds the race adlornn 
So Roſie-colour'd*.Helen is the pride 

Of Lacedemon, and of Greece beſide. 
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Like. her no' Nymph can willing Ozyers bend \ 

In Basket-works, which painted ftreaks commend : 
Pic 4 in the Loom ſhe may contend. | 
ut none, ah none can ammate the Lyre, 

And the mute ſtrings with Vocal Souls inſpire ; 
Whether the learn'd Minerva be her Theam, 

Or chaſt Diana bathing in the Stream . 

None can record their Heavenly praiſe ſo well 

As Helen, in whoſe eyes ten thouſand Cupids dwell. 

O fair, O graceful! yet with Maids inroll'd, 

But whom to-morrow's Sun a Matron ſhall behold : 

Yet ere to-morrow's Sun ſhall ſhow his head, 

The dewy paths of meadows we will tread, * & 

For Crowns and Chaplets to adorn thy head. 

Where all ſhall weep, and wilt for thy return, 

As bleating Lambs their abſent Mother mourn. 

Our nobleft Maids ſhall to thy Name bequeath 

The Boughs of Lotos, form'd into a wreath, 

This Monument, thy Maiden Beauties due, 

High on a Plane-tree hall be hung to view: 

On the ſmooth rind the Paſſenger mall ſee 

Thy Name ingray'd ; and ,worlhip Helen's Trees 

Balm, from a Silver-box diſtill'd around. 

Shall all bedew the Roots and ſcent the ſacred Ground 

The Balm, tis true, can aged Plants prolong, A 

But Helen's Name will keep it ever young. . | 

Hail Bride, hail Bridegroom, Son-in-Law to Joe! 

With fruitful” joys, Latona bleſs your Loyez 

Let Venus Furniſh you with full deſires, ” ., : _-. 

Add vigour. to your wills, and fuel to your fires + 

Almighty Jeve augment your wealthy ſtore, ,. 

ive much to you, and to his Grandſons more. . 
Prom generous Loins a generous Race will ſprings: 
Tach Girl, ke her, a Queen; each Boy, like you, a King. 

N 05 No 


3 


— 


— 


n FD 
v JE * 2 * 


"7's 4 
| - The FinsT PART F 
208 Finsr PAT FTF 
\ a 1 = CS * * 
N 


Now fleep, if ſleep you can; but While you reſt, 
Sleep clot. Wee it Ba] Any and 8 5 Breaſt, 
. Riſe in the morn; but oh before. you riſe, 
Forget not to perform your morning Sacrifice. 
We will be with you ere the crowing Cock | 
Salutes the light, and ſtruts before his feather'd Flock i 


Hymen, oh Hymen, to thy Triumphs un. 
And view the mighty (polls thou haſt in Battel won, 
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pPurſu d the fat ymph of all the Plain; 

FTaireſt indeed, but proyder far than fair, 
She plung'd him Hopeleſs in a deep defpair s 
Her heavenly form too hope, Ne ded... 
His — and his Gifts deſpis d? 
Nor knew the force of Cupid's cruel Darts, 
Nor fear'd his awful Pow'r on human Hearts; 
But either from her hopeleſs Lover fled; _ - 
Or with diſdainful Glances ſhot him dead. 
No kiſs, no look; to cheer the drooping Boy: 
No word ſhe ſpoke, "the feorn'd ey'nH to deny. 
Rut as a hunted Panther caſts about [ſcoms 


Her glaring Eyes, and pricks her liſt' ning Ears to 
E I, her cares e 2 


So ſhe, to ſhun his To 
And fiercely in her fayage freedom oy dd. 
Her Mouth ſhe writh'd, her Forehead taught to frown, 
Her Eyes to. ſparkle fires to Love unknown: 
Her fallow Cheeks her envious Mind ROY 


And every feature ſpoke alond the curſtneſs of a 
| Yet cou'd'not he his obvious Fate efcape, [Shrew. 


is Loye ſtill drei ber in a pleaſing hape: 
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But fann' 0 | 
Long time, unequal to his mighty Painn 
He ſtrode to euib it, but he ſtrove in vain: | 


and 
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And ee ſullen frown, and bitter ſcorn 
che Fuel that too faſt did burn! 


At laſt his woes broke out, and begg'd relief 
With Tears, the dumb petitioners of grief. 
With Tears ſo tender, as adorn'd his Love; 
And any Heart, but only hers, wou'd move c 
Trembling before her bolted doors he ſtood ; 
And there pour'd out th' unprofitable flood: 
Staring his Eyes, and-haggard was his Lock; 
Then kiſſing firſt the Threſhold, thus he ſpoke. 
Ah Nymph more cruel than of humane Race, 
Thy Tygre(s Heart belies thy Angel Face: | 
Too well thou ſhow'ſt thy Pedigree from Stone; 
Thy Grandame's was the firſt by Pyrrha thrown = 
Unworthy thou to be ſo long defir'd; ; 
But ſo my Love, and fo my Fate requir CC. 
I beg not now (for tis in vain) to live; _ 
But take this Gift, the laſt that I can give. 
This —_— Cord ſhall ſoon decide the ſtrife, 
Betwixt my ling'ring Love and loathſome Life; 
This moment puts an end to all my Pain; 
I ſhalno more defpair; nor thou diſdain. 
Farewel ungrateful and nnkind, 1 go Has 
Condemn'd by thee to thoſe fad ſhades below. 
I go ch' extreameſt remedy to prove, | © 
To drink Oblivion, and to drench my Love. 
There happily to loſe my long deſires: 
But ab, What draught ſo deep to quench my Fires? 
Farewel ye never-opening = No ye Stones, K 
And Threſhold guilty of my Midnight Moane: 
What I have ſuffer'd here ye know too well: 
What 1 ſhall do the Gods and I can tell, © 
The Roſe is fragrant, but it fades in time, 
The Violet fweet, but quickly paſt the prime; 
White Lillies hang their Heads and ſoon decay, 
And whiter Snow in minutes melts away: op 
Such is your blooming Vouth, and withering ſo; 
The time will come, it will, when you hal _— 
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The rage of Love; your haughty heart ſhall butn 
In 9255 like evokes and meet a like return. 
Obdurate as you are; oh, hear at leaſt + 
My dying Prayers, and grant my laſt Re TEES 
When firſt you ope your Doors, and paſſing by 

The ſad ill- omen d Object meets your Eye, 

Think it not Joſt, a moment if you ſtay ; 

The breathleſs Wretch, ſo made by you, ſurvey : 
Some cruel Pleaſure will from thence: axile,, 

To view the mighty ravage of your Eyes, _ 

I 1 wiſh, (but oh my wiſh is vain, I fear), 

The kind Oblation of a falling Tear: 
Then looſe the knot, and. take me from the place, 
And ſpread your Mantle oer my grizly Face; 

V pan my livid Lips beſtow a kiſs ?: 

O envy not the dead, they feel not bliG! 
Nor fear your kiſſes can :reſtore my Brea; 
Even you are not more pitileſs than death. 
Then for my corps a homely. Grave provide, 
Which Love and me from publick Scorn may hide. 
Thrice call upon my Name, thrice beat your breaſt, 
And haib me thrice to everlaſting reſts 
Laſt let my Tomb this ſad inſcription bear, 
A wretch whom Love has kill'd lies buried here: 5 
Oh, Paſſengers, Aminta's Eyes beware. 
Thus having ſaid, and furious with his Love; 
He heay'd with more than humane force, to move 
A weighty Stone, (the labour of a- Team,) | {Beam + 
And rais'd from thence he reach'd the Neighbouring 
Around'its bulk a fliding knot he throw: 

And fitted to his Neck the fatal Nooſe; + -- | 

Then fpurning backward took a wing, till death 

Crept up, and ftopt the Paſſage of his Breath. _ 

The bounce burſt ope the door; the feorntul Fair 

Relentleſs lookt, and ſam him heat his quivering feet | 

Nor wept his Fate, nor caſt a pitying Eye, [in Air, | 

Nor took him down, but bruſhit regardleſs by: a 

And as fhe paſt, her chance. or fate was ſuch, 

Her Garments toucht the dead, polluted by the touch. 
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Next to the Dance; thence to the Bath did move; 

The Bath was ſacred to the God of Love; 

W hoſe- injur'd Image, with a wrathful Eye, | 

Stood threatning from a Pedeſtal on high 

Nodding a while; and watchful of his blow, 

He fell; Hi falling cruſht thy ungrateful N pro 

below: 

Her guſhing Blood the Payement all beſmear d; 4 

And this her laſt expiring; Voice was heardy' zj if 
Lovers farewel, revenge has reacht my ſcorn; .& 1 
Thus warn'd, be wiſe, and Love for! Love return! — 


Inſcrib'd to hs Earl * e 7 11 
his intended Voyage 10 Aalen, = 
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. 8 O may th auſpicious Queen of — 201 
And the twin Stars, (the Seed of Jour,) le 
And he who rules the raging Win. 
To thee, O ſacred Shi 3 rr 
K And . Sails, A mes nf hong A 
1 du ng ſoft Een Galess, 
, 41 an 5 whom the Muſe 8 * YI 
The beſt of Poets and of Friends, Wc 5. 
Doſt thy committed Pledge reſtore, | 


And land him ſafely on the Shore: 2 N H 1. 

And ſays the better part of rn 

et From peri cher AN ee ee EVE 

ir; Sure he, who firſt che p 8 D £1671, e 
: In harden'd Oak his heart * NW 

And ribs of Iron armed his 7 7h Wop * Ade 21 


Or his at leaſt, in hollow wood 
Who tempted firſt the _y Flood: 
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And monſters! 
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Nor fear the Minds camending roar, Men 
Nor billows | 


on the Shore; 
Nor Hyades Ain 


Nor all the Tyrants of the Main. 


What form af death cou'd him alkrig 


Who unconcern'd with ſtedfaſt fight, . | FD 


Cou'd yiew the Surges mounting ſeep, 
in the deep! 
Cou' d throꝰ the ranks af Ruin go, 
With Storms above, and Rocks below? A 25 
In vain did Nature s wiſe command * 
Divide the Waters from the Land, 


e 


„„ 


It daring. Ships. 
Invade th' inviolable Main; 
Th' eternal Fences over-lea 


And paſs at will che bound ales 1 Deep: 


No toil, no hard can reſtrain „ 
Ambitious Man i 0 pain; VA 1 nh . 
The more confin'd, the DN trie 
And at forbidden 3 | hee” 
Thus bold Prometheus 5 afpi ERIE 


And ftole from Heaven the ſeed of Fire: : 
A train of IIls, a 8 — ; 
The Robbers blast * 
Fierce Famine, 2 Meagre Rice, 
And Feavours of the Race, 


In ſwarms th' offending Wretch' unnd, 


All brooding on the blaſted Ground: 


And limping Death, laſh' d on by Fate, 8 


Comes up to Morsem half our date. ri 
This made not Dedalas bewae 
With borrow'd wings to ſail in Ab ö 
To Hell Alcides fore d his 

Plung' d thro” the Lake, and I IR . 


3 Nay ſcarce the Gods, ar heay 'nly limes 
Ls ſafe from our audaciem Crimes; 


We reach at Jove's Imperial Crown, ;/ | 1 * 
And pull d 2 32 
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THE 


FIRST ECLOGUE. 
h Jenn Capri, E 


The Reader may be plea ſed to obſerve, that Virgil, under 
the Name of Tityrus, perſonates himſelf, newly ſaved 
by the Favour of Auguſtus Cæſar, from the general 
Calamity of his Mantuan | Neighbours ; whoſe Land: 
were taken from them, and divided amongſt the Ve- 
teran Soldiers, for having been dipt (as may be pre- 
ſumed) in the ſame Guilt with their Borderers of Cre- 
mona; who, in the Civil Wars, joined with Caſſius 
and Brutus. Theſe Mantuans ars likewiſe per ſonated 
. by Melibeus; as alſo by Amaryllis, he City of 
Rome, by Galatea, that of Mantua are repreſented. 
The drift of this Eelogue, is to celebrate the Munifi- 
cence of Auguſtus towards Virgil, whom he makes 
his tutelar God; and the better to ſet this off, he brings 
in Melibeus, viz; his Mantuan Neighbours, patheti- 
cally relating their own deplorable” Condition, and 
at the ſame time magnifying the Felicity of Tityrus: 
This his Exemption from the common Calamity of his 
Countrymen, Virgil ſhadows” over with the Allegory 
of a Slave, recovering his Liberty, And becauſe Slaves 
did not commonly uſe to be infranchiſed till Age had 
made them uſeleſs for Labour; to follow the Trope, he 
makes himſelf an old Man, 4s by the Candidior 

Barba, and the Fortunate Senex, ſufficiently appears; 
though in reality, Virgil at that time-was young, and 
then firſt made known to Auguſtus, by the Recommen- 
22 of his Verſes, and of his Friends, Varus and 

TCCnas, 5». 5 Tv <t#H 32-27 349 


TITYRUS, 
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ITT. MELIBBDS. 


MELIBEUS: 


N peaceful Shades, which aged Oaks diffuſe, 
You (Tityrus) enjoy your rural Muſe, 
We leave our Home, and (once) our pleaſant Fields, 
The native Swain to rude Intruders yields; _ 
While you in Songs your happy Love proclaim, 
And eyery Grove — Amaryllis“ Name. 
s 
A God (to me he always {hall be ſo). 
O Alelibeus ] did-this Grace beſtow, | 
The choiceſt Lamb, which in my Flock does feed, 
Shall each new Moon upon his Altar bleed: 

He every Bleſſing on his Creatures brings; f ſings, 
By: him the Herd does graze, by * er Herdſman 
+ 4: lA GHi& BE) UWs.. 4 

1 en not, but I admire your Fate, 
Which thus exempts you from our — 105 
Look on my Goats that browa, — Kids that play, 
Driven hence my felf,/ theſe I drive away, 
And this oy Mayer of jay een Daley 
(The. Her 's\chiet Hope ( t my Deſpair !) 
Has left em in yond Brakes, beſide befide the may, 
Expos'd to every Beaſt and Bird of Prey. 
Had not ſome angry Planet ſtruel me blind, 
This dire Calamity I had divine. 
Twas oft RT me by Heav'n's londeſt Voice; 
Rending our talleſt Oaks wih diſmal Noiſe» * 
Ravens ſpoke too, though in a lower tone, 
And long from hollow Trees were heard to groan, 
But ſay : What God has Tyrus reliev d? 
wiz, 4 R$ 
The place call'd Rome, I' fooliſhly believ'd- 
Vas like our Mantua, where, on Matket-days, 
We drive our well-fed Lambs, (the Shepherd's praiſe) 
So Whel ke (I knew): ſo Kids, their Dams expreſs, 
And fo — — by the leſs. * 
U 
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But. other Towns when you to her compare, 
. They cree ping Shrubs tothe tall Cypreſs are. 
| MEL I BE U:S$; | 
What great nen eptlic you hence to kene 
| 7 moe: D N s. 1 
Freeland which: came at laft, ; though ſlow to come : 
She came not till cold Winter did begin, 7 
„, And Age ſome Snow had ſprinkled on my v 7 
Nor then, till Galatea I forſook, | 
For Amaryllis daign'd. an me to look. 
No hope for Libemy, I apt confeſs, 1 
No hope, nor care of Wealth, did me poſſeſs; 
Wbü T I with Galaten did remain: . 
For though my Flocke her Altars did maintain. | F 
| Though often I had made my Cheeſo- preſs groan, 1 
Large y to furniſn aur ungrateful Town, 


78, Yet ſti with * hands I trotted home. 4 
an ELI EUs. XZ 
1 wonder (Galazea 7 2 — So . 1 
T Camplaings. to Heaven, 1 
| Ungather'd on their _ thy: Apps hang? . | 
W kb ent Was Tiryrus { Thee every Dale | | 
Mountain Wr theer ev, ůM Tree dd call! 1 1 
Tens. E | 
What ſhould. de f I. Send st here be fee, 
And only in that place 4 1999 e - 
4 God itious to my Liberty. 
There I che Heavenly Youth. did Get behold, 
W hoſe-monthly Feat. while. I Bold, 
My loaded rn never ſhall be cold. 
He heard my Prayers; Go home (he ery'd) and bed 
In peace Your Herd, let forth your s fer breed. 
„ 5 44 L 1 BE 1 5. 5 4 pt 
Happy alÞMan!thyFatm-mntouchid: remains, * 
And large enough: tho' it may ask thy Pains, : 
To clear the Stones, and Ruſſpes cure by Drains. | 
Thy teeming Emes will no ſtrange Paſtures try, 
ic). No Murraim ur from tainted: Company. | 
, Thrice happySwain! guarded from '$iriar Beans, 
by n Sptings. and lang · ac quainted Streams. 2 


Thoſe in a hoarſer, theſe à ſofter Note. 


Baut in ſtange Lands an endleſs Exile be? 


Muſt impious Soldiers all theſe Grounds poſſeſs, 
Did 1 for theſe Barbariazs Plow: and S WW 7 


Behold you climbing on the Mountain top, 


— 


— * 


- 
7 | | | g 
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| Look on chat bordering Fence;|whoſ@Olier Trees 


Are fraught. with Flow'rs, -wholſe Flowers are fraught W A 


wilt-:Beess' 2 2% 454 jb 2b cod | C| 
How, with their drowſie tone, the-whiſtling Air Fc 
(Your ſleep to tempt) .a Concert does prepare! At 


At farther diſtance; but with ſtronger Lungs, 

The Wood-man joins with theſe his Ruftick Songs: 
Stock- Doves, and murmuring Turtles tune their Throat, 
. ag d re,, 
Therefore the Land and Sea ſhall dwellers change: 
Fiſh an dry Ground, Stags: ſhall on Water range: 
The Parthians ſhall commute their Bounds with Franc; þ 
Thoſe ſhall on Soar, theſe drink on Tygris Banks, | 


Ere I his God- like Image from my Heart N. 
Suffer with black ingratitude to part. Bu 
oor AE EEE T6 14. - MV 

ut we muſt roam to Parts remote, unknown, Ar 
Under the Torrid, and the Frigid Zone:: Cr 
Theſe Frozen Scythia, and parch'd Africi thofe, My 
Cretan Oaæxis others muſt incloſe's5 1110 4 'T 
Some mongſt the utmoſt Britains are confin'd, l 


Doom'd to an Iſle, from all the World disjoin'd. 
Ah! muſt I never more 8 ſee, 


Is my eternal Baniſhment decreed; | 754 
From my poor Cottage, rear'd with Turf and Reed} 


My Fields of ſtanding Corn, my fertile Leyes? 


What dire effects from civil Diſcord flow! 

Graft Pears (O Aelibeus ) plant the Vine? 5 
The Fruit ſhall others be; Labour thine. 5 
Farewel my Goats! a happy Herd, when mine! 

No more ſhall I, in the refreſning Shade 

Of verdant Grotto's, by kind Nature made, 


The flow'ry Thyme and fragrant Shrubs to crop. | 
Then farewel all the World! Verſes and Pipe, adieu 
. R 


— 


po 
— 
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| CCC 
At leaſt. this Night with me forget your Careĩm; 
Cheſnuts and Well- preſt Cheeſe ſhall be your Fare; | 


For now the Mountain a long Shade extends, 
And curling Smoak from Village tops aſcends, 


. 2 
yay 2 WY 2 74 
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he SECOND ECLOGUE. 


— 


22 — 


Fiege by Mr. TATE. 
65 Hopeleſs Flame did Corydon deſtroy, 

1 The loy'd Alexis was his Maſter's Joy.“ 
No reſpite from his Grief the Shepherd knew, 
But daily walk'd where ſhady Beeches grew: 
Where ſtretch'd on Earth, alone he thus complains, 
And in theſe Accents tells the Groves his Pains. 
Cruel Alexis] haſt thou no Remorſe? = 
Muſt I 4 and have my Songs no force? 
Tis now igh Noon, when Herds to Coverts run, 
The very Lizards hide, that love the Sun. 
The Reapers home to dinner now repalr, 
While buſie Theftylis provides both Sawce and Fare, 
et in the raging Heat I ſearch for thee, © 
Heat only known to Locuſts and to me. 
Dh was 1 not much better to ſuſtain, 
he angry days of Amarylliy Reign? 
Dr ill be ſubje& to Menalchas*- [Way, [than Day, 
Tho' he more black than Night, and thou more fair 
) lovely Boy, preſume not on thy Form, "$0 
The faireſt Flow'rs are ſubject to a Storm: 
hou both diſdain'ſt my Perſon and my Flame, 
ithout ſo much as asking who J am! 5 
ow rich in Heifers, all as white as Snow, 
r Cream, wich which they make my Dairi 
| thouſand Ewes within my Paſtures breed; 
„ nd all the Year upon new Milk I feed. | 
n lies, the fam'd Amphion's Songs I ling, '* 
dieu! bat into Thebay Walls the Stones did bring, 
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As, on the * above the Sea I ſtood. 
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Nor am I ſo deform' d fort t'other Day, 
When all the dreadſul Storm was bm away. 


I view'd my in the Sea-green: Flood; 1 
And if I look e all rg meg gail 
"To Ae with Daphnis ſelf, I wou'd not fear. 

And love, like me, to wound the Stag in flight! 
Where wholeſome Mallow N to driye, 
And in our Songs with pan himſelf to firiyve! 
From Pan the Reed's firſt uſe. the 8 knew, 
'Tis Pan preſerves the Sheep and Shepherd too, 
Diſdain not then the tuneful Need to Pr. ry 

Nor ſcorn the Paſtime of a Deity. A 
What task would not Amyntas un W 

For half the noble Skill 1 offer you? 

A Pipe with Quills of various ſize I haye, 
The af, Dametas dying gave; 
And ſai ſſeſs thou this, by right tis thine; 
Amyntas then ſtood by, and BY repine 
Beſides two: Kids that I from danger «..; "tool 

With ſtreaks of lovely white enamell'd oer; 
Who drein the baggi Uo 'Udder twice a- day, 

And both at home for thy Acceptance ſtay. 

Oft Theſtylis for them has pin'd, and ſhe 

Shall have them, ſince thou ſeorn'ſt my Gifts and me, 5 
Come to my Arms, chou lovely Boy, and take 

The richeſt Preſents that the Spring can make. 
See how the Nymphs with Lillies wait on thee: 

Fair Nais, ſearce thy ſelf ſo fair as ſhe, 
With Poppies, Da Daffadils and Violets joind, 1 
A Garland for thy ſofter Brow has twin'd. 
My ſelf with downy. Peaches will appear, 
And Cheſnuts, Amaryllis-dainty Chear: 
]'ll crop my Laurel, and my Myrtle — | 
To — bound, becauſe their ſweets agree. 
Unbred thou art, and ere Corydon, 
Nor will Alexis with thy be won: 

Nor canſt thou hope, i Gifi bis Mind cou'd {way, 
That rich Jolas wou'd to thee give Way. k 


„ —_— a ©» Os 2 
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Ah me! while 1 fond wretch indulge my Dreams, 
Winds. blaſt m | Flow'rs, and 8 mire my Streams. 25 
Whom ffy'ſt thou? Gods themfelyes have had aboad 
In Woods, and Paris equal to a God. 

Let Pallas, in the Towns. ſhe built, reſide, _ _ 

To mea Groye's worth all the World beſide: 

Lions chafe Wolves, thoſe. Wolves a Kid in prime, 
That very Kid ſeeks Heaths of Flow'ring Thyme, 
While Corydon purſues with equal Flame, 
Alexis, thee; each has his ſeveral Game, | 
See hoy the Ox unyok'd; brings home the Ployy,. 
The Shades increaſing as the Sun goes low. 
Nleſt Fields reliey*d by e approach ſo ſoon, 
Love has no 4 *tis always. raging Noon! 
Ah Cordon! hat frenzy fills thy Breaſt? 

Thy Vineyard lies half prun'd and half undreſt. 
Luxurious ſprouts ſhut out the rip'ning Ray, 
The Branches ſhorn, not yet "tg cg 
Recal thy Senſes, and to work with ſpeed; | 

Of man r gh 1 in ing 

Fall to thy Laboug, quit the peeviſh Boy; 
Time, oo Kim de Deſiive Fat 4 


* 
on " 


all this deſtroy. _ 


: 


1 
—_ 4 


The, SECO.N-D. ECLOGUE. 
The Shepherd .Corydon-: wares Alexis; but finding he 


could nat pprevail he reſolves: to: follow his Affairs, 
aud forget his Paſſion. oy 


TOR" £9 #70 7% 3 of. £N | 
Oung Corydon (hard Fate) an humble Swain, „ 
Alexis loy'd, the joy of all the Plain; — 5 { 
He lov'd, but could not hope for Love again; 
Yet every day through Groves he walk'd alone, 
And yainly told the Hills and Woods his Moan : 8 
5 . , hf : | Cru 


— 
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Cruel Alexis! can't my Verſes move!  - 
Haſt thou no Pity} muſt. I die for Love? 
Juſt now the 'Flocks purſue the ſhades and cool, 
And every Lizard creeps into his Hole: 
Bron The lis the weary Reapers fecks,  _ 
And brings their Meat, their Onions and their Leeks: 
And whith I trace: thy Steps, in every Tree 
And every Buſh, poor InſeQs ſigh with we: 
Ah! had it not been better to have born 
= The peeviſh 1 and Scorn, 
= Or elſe Menalcas, than this deep Deſpair ? 
Though he was black, and thou art lovely fair! 
Ah charming Beauty! tis a fading Grace, 
Truſt not too much, ſweet Youth, to that fair Face: 
Things are not always-us'd that pleaſe the ſight, ( 
We gather Black-berries- when we ſcorn the white, ] 
Thou do'ſt deſpiſe me, thou doſt ſcorn” my Flame, 
Yet doſt not know me, nor how rich I am: | 
A thouſand tender Lambs, a thouſand Kine, ] 
A thouſand Goatꝭ 1 feed, and all are mine: 1 
- | My Dairy's full, and my large Herg affords, ( 
Summer and Winter, Ges, and Milk, and Cutds. : 
A 


I pipe as well, as when through Theban Plains, 
Amphion fed his Flocks, or charm'd the Swains, 
Nor is my Face fo mean; 1 lately ſtood, - 
And view'd my Figure in the quiet Flood. 
And think my ſelf, though it were judg'd by you, V 
As fair as Daphnis, if that Glaſs be true. 
Oh that with. me, thee humble Plains would pleaſe, A 
The quiet Fields and lowly Cottages 
Oh that with me you'd. live, and hunt the Hare, 
Or drive the Kids, ox ſpread the fowling Snare? Li 
Then you and 1 would {ing like Pan in ſhady Groves 0 Tl 


Pan taught us Pipes, and Pan our Art approves : 

Pan both the Sheep and harmleſs Shepherd loves. 

Nor muſt you think the Pipe too mean for. you, 
To learn to pipe, what won't Amyntas do? 
l have a Pipe, welkſealon'd,. brown, and: try'd;: 


Which good Dametas left me when he dy'd; 


$, 


0 


He 
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He ſaid, Here, take it for a Legacy, - 
Thou art my Second, it belongs to thee; 8 
He ſaid, and dull Amyntas envy'd me. 

Belides, I found two wanton Kids at play 

In yonder, Vale, and thoſe I brought away, 
Young ſportive Creatures, and of ff otted hue, 
Which ſuckle twice a-day, I keep for you : 


| Theſe Theſtylis hath begg'd, and begg'd in vain, 


But now they're hers, ſince you my gifts diſdain x 

Come, lovely Boy, the Nymphs their Baskets fill, 

With Poppy, Violet, and Daffadil, 

The Roſe, and thouſand other fragrant Flowers, 

To pron thy Senſes in thy ſofteſt hours; 

Theſe Nais gathers to delight my Boy, 

Come dear Alexis, be no longer coy. 

I'll ſeek for Cheſnuts too in every Grove, 

Such as my Amaryllis us'd to love. 

The gloſhe Plumbs, and juicy Pears I'll bring, 

Delightful All, and many a pretty thing : 

The Lawrel and the neighb'ring Myrtle Tree, 

Confus'dly planted 'cauſe they both agree 8 

And prove more ſweet, ſhall fend their boughs to thee. 

Ah Corydon ! thou art a fooliſh Swain, 

And coy Alexis doth thy Gifts diſdain ; | 

Or if Gifts could prevail, if Gifts could wooe, 

lolas can preſent him more than you. 

What doth the Madman mean? He idly brings 

Storms on his Flowers, and Boars into his Springs. 

Ah! whom doſt thou avoid; whom fly? the Gods 

And charming Paris too, have liv'd in Woods: 

Let Pallas, ſhe whoſe Art firſt rais'd a Town, 

Live there, let us delight in Woods alone : 

The Boar the Wolf, the Wolf the Kid purſues, 

The Kid her Thyme, as faſt as t'other do's, 

Alexis Corydon, and him alone, 

Each hath his Game, and each purſues his own : 

Look how the wearied Ox brings home the Plow, 

The Sun declines, and Shades are doubled now: 

And yet my Paſſion nor my Cares remove, 2 

Love burns me ſtill, what flame ſo fierce as Loye! 
Yo. 1. © P | __ 
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Ah Corydon ! what fury's this of thine! 
On yonder Elm, there hangs thy half-prun'd Vine: 
Come, rather mind thy ufeful work, prepare 
Thy Harveſt Baskets, and make thoſe thy care, 
Come, mind thy Plow, and thou ſhalt quickly find 
Another, if Alexis proves unkind, 
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The THIRD EECLO GU E. 
or, P A L & M O N. 
ä Erziiſrd by Mr. CR EEC R. 


Menalcas and Dametas apbraid eath other with their 
Faults; by and by they thallenge one another, and 
pipe for a Wager, Palæmon coming that way by 
3 is choſen Julge; he hears them pipe, but can- 


not determine the Controverſie. 


E NAIL CAS. 
EL L me, Dametas, tell whoſe Sheep theſe are} 
„DATA. 
Agon's, for gon gave em to my care. 
Whilſt: he, Neera courts, but courts in vain, 
And fears that I {hall prove the happier: Swain, 
Poor Sheep! whilſt he his hopeleſs Love purſues, 
Here twice an hour his. Servant milks his Ewes: 
The Flock is drain'd, the Lambkins ſwigg the Teat, 
But find no moiſture, and then idly bleat. 
. 4 3" bs 2,” of OR 
No more of that, Menalcas. I could tell, 
And you know. what, for I remember well; 
1 'know 17 — here, and hat. the, Fool deſign'd, 
And what had happen'd, but the Nymphs were kind 
MEN AL C A'S. | 
Twas then perhaps, when ſome :obſery'd,the Clo! 
+ Spoil Mico's Vines, and cut his Olives down, 
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0 DAI ME TAS. 
Or rather when, where thoſe. old Beeches grow, 
You broke young Daphnis Arrows and his Bow. 
You ſaw them given to the lovely Boy, 
Ill- natur'd you, and envy'd at his Joy; 
But hopes of ſweet reyenge thy Life Gupply'd, 
And hadſt thou not done Miſchief, thou hadſt dy'd. 
; MENALC AS." 


What will not Maſter Shepherds dare to do, 

When their baſe Slaves pretend as much as you? 

Did not I ſee, not I, you pilfering Sot, | 

When you lay cloſe, and ſnapt tich Damon's Goat? 

His Spoch- Dog batk'd, I cry'd, The Robber, ſee, 

Guard well your Flock; you skulkt behind a Tree 
1 116 D: AM, & ©: S.. 

I tell thee, Shepherd, twas before my own, 

We two pip'd tor bim, and I fairly won: 

This he would own, and gave me cauſe to boat, 

Tho? ;he refus'd to pay the Goat he loſt. | 
130 le 

You pipe with him! thou never hadſt a Pipe, 

Well join'd with Wax, and fitted to the Lip, 

But under Hedges to the long-ear'd Rout, 

Wert wont, dull Fool, to toot a ſcreeching Note. 


And ſhall we have a tryal of our Skill? 


I'll lay this Heifer, twill be worth your while, 

Two. Calves. ſhe ſuckles, and, yet twice a- day 

She fills two Pails; Now ſpeak; what dare you lay ? 
|  iMENALC:A,S. - 

I cannot ſtake, down, any of my Flock, 

My Fold is little, and but ſmall my Stock: 

Beſides, my Father's. covetouſly croſs, 

My Step-game curſt, and they will find the loſs : 

For both ſtrict Eyes o' er all my Actions keep, 


One counts my Kids, and both twice count my Sheep, 


But yet III lay what you muſt grant as good, 

(Since you will loſe) yo Cups of Beechen wood, 

Alcimedon made them, tis a work Divine, 

And round the brim ripe Grapes and Ivy twine; 
| P 2 
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So curiouſly he hits the various Shapes, . 

And with pale Ivy cloaths the bluſhing Grapes; 

It doth my Eyes, and all my Friends delight, 

I'm ſure your Mouth muſt water at the 1ight : 
Within two Figures neatly carv'd appear, 

Conon, and He, who was't? that made the Sphear, 5 
And ſhow'd the various Seaſons of the Year, 


What time to ſheer our Sheep, what time to plow, 


Twas never us'd, 1 kept it clean *till now. 
D AME TAS. 

Alcimedon too made me two Beechen Pots, 

And round the Handles wrought ſmooth = knots, 

Orpheus within, and following woods around, 

With bended Tops, ſeem liſt'ning to the ſound. 

I never us'd them, never brought them forth; 

But to: my Heifer, theſe are little worth. 

MENALCAS. 

I'll pay-thee off, I'm ready, come, let's try, 

And he ſhall be our Judge, that next comes by; 

See, 'tis Palamon; come, I'll ne'er give o'er, 

Till thou ſhalt never dare to challenge more, 

DAM E TAS. 

Begin, I'll not refuſe the skilful'ſt Swain, 

1 ſcorn to turn my Back for any Man; 

I know my ſelf; — ray, judicious Friend, 

('Tis no Halles, carefully attend. 

P AL MON. 

Since we have choſen a convenient place, Graſs, 

Since Woods are cloath'd with Leaves, the Ficlds with 

The Trees with Fruit, the Year ſeems fine and gay, 

Dametas firſt, then next Menalcas play, 

Ey turns, for Verſe che Muſes love by Turns. 
: DAMETAS. 

My Muſe begin with Jove, all's full of Jove, 

The God loves me, and doth my verſes love. 

15 AVENALC ATI 
And Phœbus mine: on Phxbus Fl beftow 
The bluſhing Hyacinth, and Lawrel Bough. 
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DAMET As. 

Sly Galatea drives me &'er the Green, 

And Apples throws, then hides, yet wou'd be ſeen, 
X ENATLC A8. 

But my 1 doth his Paſſion tell, 

Our Dogs ſcarce know my Delia half ſo well. 

| DAMETAS. | 

I'll have a Gift for Phyllis ere tis long, 

I know where Stock-doves build, I'll take their young. 
MENALCAS. 

I pluckt my Boy fine Pears, I ſent him ten, 

'Twas all 1 had, but ſoon I'll ſend again. 

| DAMETAS. 

What things my Nymph did ſpeak ; what tales of Love! 
Winds bear their Muſick to the Gods above. | 
MENALC AS. 

What boots it, Boy, you not contemn my Flame 2. 
Since whilſt I hold the Net, you hunt the Game. 

5 DAM E TAS. ä 

My Birth-day comes, ſend Phyllis quickly home, 
But at my Shearing- time, Jolas come... 

X EN. AL CAS. 
And I love Phyllis, for her Charms excel, 
She ſigh'd, farewel, dear Youth, a long farewel. 

| DAMET AS. N 

Wolves ruin Flocks, Wind Trees, when newly blown, 
Storms Corn, and me my Amaryllis's Frown. 

| MENALC A'S. 
Dew ſwells the Corn, Kids browz the tender Tree, 
The Goats love fallow; fair Amyntas me. 

D AMET AS, 
Mine Pollio loves, though 'tis a ruſtick Song, 
Muſe feed a Steer, for Kim that reads thee long: 
| 4 MEN AL CAS. 
Nay Pollio writes, and at the King's Command. 
Muſe feed the Bulls that puſh, and ſpurn the Sand, 
AA | 

Let Pollio have what-e'er thy wiſh provokes, 
Myrrh from his Thorns, and Honey from his Oaks. 
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MENALCAS, 
He that loyes Bavius Songs, may fancy thine, _ 
The fame may couple Wolves, and ſhear his Swine; 
| DA MET AN 
Ye Boys that pluck the Beauties of the Spring, 
Fly, fly, a Snake lies hid, and ſhobts a Sting. 
"ſl E N AI C As. 
Beware the Stream, drive not the Sheep too nigh, 
The Bank may fail, the Rain is hardly dy. 
| DOM ET SS. 
Kids from the River drive, and ſling your Hook; 
Anon 1'll waſh them in the ſhallow Brook. 
' 5, AS KGSS 
Drive to the Shades, when Milk is drain'd by heat, 
In yain the Milk-maid ftroaks an empty Teat. 
; BB £:M #4 $$ 
How lean my Bull is in my fruitful Field! 
Love has the Herd, and Eove the Herdſman kill'd. 
\ 4: NICE RE; 
Sure theſe feel none of Love's devouring flames, 
Meer skin and bone, and yet they drain the Dams: 5 
Ah me! what Sorcereſs has bewitch'd my Lambs! 
PH AS; . 
Tell me where Heav'n is juſt three Inches broad, 
And I'll believe thee Prophet, or a God, 
| | MENA&SLCE AS. :: ; 
Tell me where Names of Kings in riſing Flowers 
Are writ, and grow, and Ph ths ſhall be yours. 


. P AL Z'MON.. 
I cannot judge which Youth does moſt excel, 
For you deſerve. the Steer, and he as well. 
Reſt equal happy both; and all that prove 
A bitter, or ele fear a pleaſing Love: 
But 1 — calls, let's break the meeting off, 

"your ſtreams, the Fields have drunk enougl. 
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The FOURTH ECLOGUE.- 
4:20 , BE. 
Engliſh'd by Mr. DRY DE x. 


The Poet celebrates the Birth-day of Salonius, the Son of 
Pollio, born in the. Conſulſhip of his Father, after 

the taking of Salonæ, a City in Dalmatia, Many of 
the Verſes are tranſlated from one of the Sibyls, who 
propheſed. f our Saviour's Birth. . 


Icilian Muſe begin a loftier ſtrain! Plain, 
Though lowly Shrubs and Trees that ſhade the 
Delight not all; if thither I repair, 
My Song ſhall make em worth a Conſul's Care, 
The laſt great Age foretold by ſacred Rhymes, 
Renews its finiſh'd Courſe, Saturnian times 
Rowl round again, and mighty Years, begun 
From their. Orb in radiant Circles run. 
The baſe degenerate Iron Off- ſpring ends; 
A golden Progeny from Heav'n deſcends; 
O chaſt Lucina ſpeed the Mother's Pains, 
And haſte the glorious Birth, thy own Apollo reigns! 
The lovely Boy, with his auſpicious Face, 
Shall Pollia's Conſulſhip and Triumph grace; 


Majeſtick Months ſet out with him to their appoint- 


ed Race. | | 

The Father baniſh'd Virtue ſhall reſtore, 
And Crimes fhall threat the guilty World no more, 
The Son ſhall-lead the Life of Gods, and be 
Ty Gods, and, Heroes ſeen, and Gods and Heroes ſee} 
The jarring Nations he in Peace ſhall bind, 
And with, paternal Virtues rule Mankind. Wot 
Unbidden Earth ſhall, wreathing Ivy bring, 
Ang, fragrant Herbs (the promiſes of Spring) 8 
As her firſt Off rings to her Infant King. 

2 4 The 
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The Goats with ſtrutting Dugs ſhall homeward ſpeed, 

And lowing Herds, ſecure from Lions feed. 

His Cradle ſhall with r_ Flowers be crown'd ; 

The Serpent's Brood ſhall die: the ſacred Ground 

Shall Weeds and pois'nous Plants refuſe to bear, 

Each common Buſh ſhall Syrian Roſes wear. 

But when Heroick Verſe his Youth ſhall raiſe, 

And form it to Hereditary Praiſe; 

Unlabour'd Harveſts ſhall the Fields adorn, 

And cluſter'd Grapes ſhall bluſh on every Thorn. 

The knotted Oaks ſhall ſhow'rs of Honey weep, 

And through the matted Graſs the liquid Gold ſhall 
creep. 

Yet of old Fraud ſome footſteps ſhall remain, 

The Merchant {till ſhall plough the Deep for Gain: 

Great Cities ſhall with Walls be compafs'd round; 

And ſharpen'd Shares ſhall vex the fruitful Ground, 

Another Tiphys ſhall new Seas explore, 

Another Argos on th' Iberian Shore 

Shall land the choſen Chiefs: 

Another Helen other Wars create, | 

And great Achilles ſhall be ſent to urge the Trojan fate; 

But when to ripen'd Man-hood he ſhall grow, 

The greedy Sailor ſhall the Seas forego : | 

No Keel ſhall cut the Waves for foreign Ware; 

For every Soil ſhall every Product bear, 

The labouring Hind his Oxen ſhall disjoin, ke? 


No Plough ſhall hurt the Glebe, no Pruning-hook the 
Nor Wool ſhall in diſſembled Colours ſhine. 

But the luxurious Father of the Fold, 

With native Purple, or unborrow'd Gold, 

Beneath his pompous Fleece ſhall proudly ſweat : 
And under Tyrian Robes the Lainb ſhall bleat. 
The Fates, when they his happy Web have ſpun, 
Shall bleſs the ſacred Clue, and bid it ſmoothly run, 
Mature in Years, to awful Honours moye, 

O of Cceleſtial Stem! O foſter Son of Jove ! 

See, labouring Nature calls thee to ſuſtain 

The nodding Frame of Heav'n, and Earth, and Main; 
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See to their Baſe reſtor'd, Earth, Seas, and Air, [pear. 

And. joyful Ages from behind, ftand crowding to ap- 

To ſing thy Praiſe, wou'd Heay'n my Breath prolong, 

Infuſing Spirits worthy ſuch a Song; 

Not Thracan Orpheus ſhould tranſcend my Lays, 

Nor Linus crown'd with neyer-fading Bays : 

Though each his Heav'nly Parent ſhou'd inſpire ; 

The Muſe inſtruct the Voice, and Phæbus tune the Lyre. 

Shou'd Pan contend with me, and thou my Theme, 

Arcadian Judges ſhou'd their God condeyan. 

Begin, auſpicious Boy, to caft:about 2 

Thy Infant Eyes, and with a ſinile, thy Mother ſingle 

Thy Mother well deſerves that ſhort delight, 

The nauſeous Qualms of ten long Months and Travail 
to requite. | 

Then ſinile; the frowning Infant's Doom is read, 

No God ſhall crown the Board, nor Goddeſs bleſs the 
Bed. 
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The FIFTH ECLOGUE. 
D. 4 P* PW 1 S.. 
Engliſh'd by Mr, DoxE. 
MENALCAS. MOP SUS. 


M. E NA LC AS. 


M Opſus, ſince chance does us together bring, 


nd you ſo well can pipe, and I can ſing, 
Why fit we not beneath this ſecret Shade, 
By Elms and Hazels mingling Branches made? 

f . M OPS US. 

Your Age commands Reſpect, and I obey, . 
Whether yow-in — Copſe will ſtay, 
Where weſtern Winds the bending — 2 ſhake, 
And in their play the Shades uncertain make: 


1 Or 
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Or whether to that ſilent Cave you go, 
The better choice! and. ſee the wild Vines grow 
Luxuriant round, and fee how wide they ſpread, 
And in the Cave their purple Cluſters ſhed !. _ 
ME NAL CAS. 
Amyntas only dares comend with you. 
OPS Us. 
. not as well contend. with Phœbus too! 
| I E NAL CAS. 

2 in, beginy whether the mournful Flame 

Of dying Phillis, whether Alcon's Fame, 


Or Codrus' Brawls thy willing Muſe. provoke ; 1 


Begin, young Tityrus will tend the Flock. 

Yes, Il begin, and the ſad Song repeat, 

That on the Beech's Bark I lately writ, 

And ſet to ſweeteſt Notes yes; I'll begin, 

And after that, bid you Amyntas ſing. 
ME NAL CAS. 


As much as the moſt humble Shrub that grows, 


Yields t i the beaytegus luſhes of the Role, | 


Or be eiTrech '3 Gi: 
So much, 1 = Joel ants yields to thee, 
KM OP SUS.) + 


Shepherd to this Diſcourſe here put an end, 
This is the Cave, ſit, and my Verſe attend. 


When the ſad Fate of Dgphnisreach'd their Ears, 
The pitying Nymphs diffoly Fs in pious Tears. 
Witneſs, you Hazels, or ou heard their Cries, 
Witneſs, you Floods; fwoln with their weeping Eye: 
The mournful Mother {on his Body caſt) 

The ſad remains of her cold Son embrac'd, 

And of th”unequal Tyranny they usd, 

The cruel Gods and cruel Stars aecus d. t 

Then did no Swain mind how' his Flock did thrive, 
Nor thirſty Herds to the cold River drive; 

The ne Horfe turn'd from freſh Streams hug 
| Hea 't, | 
And on the ye beet Grafs refus'd to feed. | 
Daphnii 
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Daphnis, thy death, even fierceſt Lions mourn'd, . 
And Hills and Woods their cries and groans return'd. 
Daphnis Armenian Tygers fierceneſs broke, 
And brought 'em williag to the ſacred Yoke: 
Daphnis to Bacchus Worſhip did ordain 
The Revels of his conſecrated Train; 1 
The Reeilng Prieſts with Vines and Iyy crown'd, 
And their long Spears with cluſter'd Branches bound. 
As Vines the Elm, as Grapes the Vine adorn, + 
As Bulls the Herd, as Fields the ripen'd Corn; | 
Such Grace, ſuch Ornament wert — to all 14 
That glory'd to be thine :, Since thy ſad Fall, 
No more Apollo his glad preſence yields, 
And Pales ſelf forſakes her hated Fields, 
Oft where the fineſt Barley we did ſow, - 
Barren Wild-Oats, and hurtful Darnel grow; 
And where ſoft Violets did the Vales adorn, - 
The Thiſtle riſes and the prickly Thorn. (ground. 
Come, Shepherds, ſtrow with Flow'rs the nallow'd , 
The ſacred. Fountains with thick Roughs ſurround ; 
Daphnis theſe Rites. requires: to Daphnis' Praile 
Shepherds a Tomb with this Inſcription raile, 
Here fam'd from Earth to Heaven I Daphnis lie; 
Fair was the Flock I fed, but much more fair was J 
| MENALCAS.. | 
Such, divine Poet, to my raviſh'd Ears 
Are the ſweet numbers of thy mournful Verſe, . 
As to tix'd Swains ſoft ſlumbers on the Graſs; 
As freſheſt Springs that through green Meadows 57 
To one that's parch'd with thirſt and Summer's hear. 
yes, In thee thy Maſter does his Equal meet: | 
Whether your Voice you try, or tune your Reed, 
Bleſt Swain, 'tis you alone can him ſucceed! . 


Yet, as I can, I in return will ling: | 
x I too thy Daphnis to the Stars will bring, 
fe, I too thy Daphnis to the Stars, with you, 
: Will raiſe; for Paphnis loy'd Menalcas too. 
is his MOPSUS. 


Is there a thing that I could more deſire ? 
For neither can there be a ſubject higher, 


phnis Nor, 
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Nor, if the praiſe of Stimichon be true, 

Can it be better ſung than 'tis by you. 
MENALC-A S. 

Daphnis now wond'ring at the glorious Show, [20 

Thro' Heay'n's bright Pavement does triumphant 

And ſees the moving Clouds, and the fixt Stars 

| below. 

Therefore new Joys make glad the Woods, the Plains, 
Pan and the Dryades, and the chearful Swains. | 
The Wolf no Ambuſh for the Flock does lay, 

No cheating Nets the harmleſs Deer betray, 

- Daphnis a general Peace commands, and Nature 
does obey. 

Hark! the glad Mountains raiſe to Heaven their Voice 

Hark! the — Rocks in myſtick tunes rejoice ! 

Hark ! through the Thickets wond'rous Songs reſound, 

A God! A God! Menalcas, he is crown'd! 

O be propitious! O'be good to thine! 

See! here four hallow'd Altars we deſign, 

To Daphnis two, to Phœbus two we raiſe, 

To pay the yearly Tribute of our Praiſe : 

Sacred to thee they each returning year 

Two Bowls of Milk and two of Oil ſhall bear : 

Feaſts I'll ordain, and to thy deathleſs praiſe 

Thy Votaries exalted Thoughts to raiſe, _ 

Rich Chian Wines ſhall in full Goblets flow, 

And give a taſte of Ne#ar here below. 

Dametas ſhall with Lictian Egon join, 

To celebrate with Songs the Rites divine, 

Alpheſibæus with a wie oÞ Gate, | | 

Shall the wild Satyrs dancing imitate, 

When to the Nymphs we Vows and Offerings pay, 

When we with ſolemn Rites our Fields ſurvey, 

Theſe Honours ever ſhall be thine ; the Boar 

Shall in the Fields and Hills delight no more; 

No more in Streams the Fiſh, in Flow'rs the Bee, 

Ere, Daphnis, we __ our Songs to thee : 

Off rings to thee the Shepherds every year 

Shall, as to Bacchus and to Ceres bear. 


To 


2 


| 
"0 


To 


To young Antigenes in his Beauty's pride. 
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To thee as to thoſe Gods ſhall Vows be made, paid. 
And Vengeance wait on thoſe, by whom they are not 
| / Re tk | 
What preſent worth thy Verſe, can Mopſus find: 
Not the ſoft whiſpers of the Southern Wind 
So much delight my Ear, or charm my Mind; 
Not ſounding. ſhores beat by the murm'ring tide, 
Nor Rivers that through ſtony Valteys old; nie 
| MENALC A S. 
Firſt you this Pipe ſhall take: And "tis the ſame 
That play'd poor Corydon's unhappy Flame: Ecl. 2 
The fame" that taught me Melibæuss Sheep. Ecl. 3. 


| MOPSUS. 
You then ſhall for my ſake this re keep; 
Adorn'd with Braſs, which I have oft deny d 


And who cou'd think he then in vain could ſue? 
Yet him 1 would deny, and freely give it you. 


The SEX TH ECLOGUE:; 
SILENUS. 
Engliſh'd by the Earl of Roscomon. 


My Aim being only to have Virgil underſtood by ſuch 
who do not underſiand Latin, and cannot (proba- 
bly) be acquainted with ſome Names and Paſſages 
of this Eclogue, I have directed them by Figures 
to the Poſtſcript, where they will find the beſt accoune 
that I can give, of all that is out of the common Road. 


Firſt of Romans ſtoop'd to Rural Strains, 
Nor bluſh'd to dwell among ! Sicilian Swains, 
When my 2 Thalia rais'd her bolder Voice, 
And Kings and Battels were her lofty Choice, 
Phxbus did kindly humbler Thoughts infuſe, 
And with this whiſper check th' aſpiring Muſe, 


A 
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Shepherd (Tityrus) his Flock ſhould feed. 

5 a Subject ſuited to his * 59 

Thus I (while each ambitious Pen prepares F 

To write thy Praiſes, Varus, and thy Wars) 

My Paſt'ral Tribute in low Numbers pay, | 

And though I once. preſum'd, I only now obey, 

But Jer (if any with indulgent Eyes 

Can look on this, and ſuch a Trifle rige) 

Thee only, Varus, our glad Swains ſhall fing, 

And every Grove and every Eecho ring. 

phæbus delights in Varus Fay'rite Name, 

And none Who under that Protection came 5 

Was ever ill receiv'd, or unſecure of Fame. 
Proceed my Muſe. . 

4 Young Chromis and. Mpaſylus, chanc'd to ſtray, 

Where (ſleeping in a Cave) Silenus lay, | 

Whoſe confine Cups, fly fuming to his Brain, 

And always boyl in each extended Vein; 

His truſty Flaggon, full of potent Juice, > 
Was hanging by, worn thin with Age and Uſe; . 

Drop'd from his head, a Wreath lay on the Ground; 

In haſte they feiz'd Fun and in haſteſthey 5 bound; 

Eager, for both had been deluded long 

With fruitleſs hope of his inſtructive Song: 

But while with ,conſgious fear they doubtful ſtood, 

gle, the faireſt * Nais of the Flood, 

With a! Vermilion Dye his Temples ftain'd. 

Waking, he ſmil'd, and muſt I then be chain'd? 

Looſe.me, he cry*d; *rwas boldly done, to find 

And view a God, but tis too bold to bind. 

The promis'd Verſe no longer I'll delay, 

(She ſhall be ſatisfy'd another way.) at 

With that, he rais'd his tuneful Voice aloud, 

The knotty Oaks their liſt' ning branches bow'd, 

And Savage Beaſts, and Sylvan Gods did crowd; 
For lo! he ſung the World's ſtupendious Birth, 

How ſcatter'd ſeeds of Sea, and Air, and Earth, 

And purer Fire, through univerſal Night - : 

And empty ſpace, did fruitfully unite; 
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From whence th' innumerable, race. of things, 

By circular ſucceſſive order ſpring s. 
By what degrees. this Earth's compacted Sphere 
Was hardned, Woods and Rocks and Towns to beat; 

How ſinking Waters (the firm, Land to drain? 
Fill'd the capacious Deep, and form'd the Main, 
While from above, adorn'd with radiant Light,. 

A new- born Sun ſurpriz'd the dazled ſight; 17% 
How Vapours turn'd to Clouds obſcure the Sky, 
And Clouds diflaly'd the thirſty Ground ſupply; 
How the firſt Forreſt! rais'd its ſhady Head, 5 
Till when, few- wand'ring Beaſts on unknown Moun- 

** tains fed. 351 ovmarant. | „ 3 

Then Pyrrha's ſtony Race roſe from the Ground, 
Old Saturn reign'd with golden Plenty crown'd,. 
And bold Prometheus (whote untam'd defire 
8 Rival'd the Sun with his own heavenly Fire) 
Now, doom'd the Scythian. Vultures; endleſs prey, 
Severely pays for animating Clay. , | [tell? 
He nam'd the Nymph (for who but; Gods could 
Into whoſe Arms the lovely 9. Hylas fell; £ 
Alcides wept in vain for Hylas loſt, 

Hylas in vain reſounds through all the Coaſt. 

He with den told Paſephae's. fault 
Ah! wound Queen! whence came that guilty 
1 SNOWEII Bis 36d 533 wh 4 t 67 on WV] 
The 2 © Maids of Argos, who with: frantick Cries 
And imitated Lowings fill'd the Skies, 1 
(Though metamorphos'd in their wild conceit) 
Did never burn with ſuch unnatural heat. 00 
Ah! wretched Queen! while you on Mountains ſtray, 
He on ſoft Flow'rs his ſnowy ſide does lay; 

Or ſeeks in Herds a more proportion'd Love: 

Surround, my Nymphs, ſhe eries, ſurround the Grove; 

Perhaps ſome footſteps printed in the Clay, 

Will to my Love direct your wand'ring way; 
Perhaps, while thus in ſeareh of him J rome, 

My happier Rivals have intic'd him home. 

He ſung how Atalanta was betray'd 
By thoſe Heſperian Baits her Lover laid: 


— 


And 
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And the ſad Siſters who to Trees were turn'd, 
While with the World th' ambitious Brother burn'd; 
All he deſcrib'd was preſent to their Eyes, 

And as he rais'd his Verſe, the Poplats ſeem'd to riſe. 
He taught which Muſe did by Apollo's wil! 
Guide wand'ring 1 Gallus to th' Aonian Hill: 
(Which place the God for ſolemn- meetings choſe) 
With deep reſpect the learned Senate roſe, 

And i Linus thus (deputed by the reſt) 

The Hero's welcome, and their thanks expreſs'd: 

This Harp of old to Heſiod did belong, 

To this, the Mufes Gift, join the harmonious Song; 
Charm'd by _—_ ſtrings, Trees ſtarting from the 
| round, 

Have follow'd with delight the powerful ſound. 
Thus conſecrated, thy 15 Grynæan Grove | 

Shall have no equal in Apollo's Love. 

Why ſhould” ſpeak of the. Megarian Maid, 
For Love perfidious, and by Love betray'd ? 

And , her, who round with barking Monſters arm'd, 
The wand'ring Greeks (ah frighted men) alarm'd 
16 Whoſe only hope on ſhatter'd Ships depends, 
While fierce Sea-dogs devour the mangled Friends. 

Or tell the Thracan Tyrant's alter'd ſhape, . 

And dire revenge of Philomela's Rape, I 
Who to thoſe Woods directs her mournful courſe, 
Where ſhe. had ſuffer'd by inceſtuous force, 
While loth to leave the Palace too well known, 
Progne flies, hovering round, and thinks it ſtill her 

What- ever near 7 Eurota's happy Stream [own. 
With Laurels crown'd had been Apollo's Theam, 
Silenus {ings ; the neighbouring Rocks reply, 

And ſend his Myſtick numbers through the Sky, 
Till * began to ſpread her gloomy Vail, 

And call'd the counted Sheep from every Dale; 

The weaker Light unwillingly declin'd, ſign'd. 
And to prevailing ſhades the murm'ring World re- 


POST- 
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; POSTSCRIPT. 


of = 
1 Clcilian——Viregil in his Eclogue, imitates Theo- 
critus 4 Sicilian Poet. 
2. Thalia The name of the Rural Muſe. | 
3 Varus A great Favourite of Auguſtus, the ſame 
that was kill d in Germany, and loſt the Roman 
Legions. | 
4 Chromis and Mnaſylus——-Some Interpreters think 
theſe were young Satyrs, others will have them Shep- 
” herds: I rather tale them for Satyrs, becauſe of their 
names, which are never uſed for Shepherds any 
where (that I remember) but here. 
5 They bound — Proteus, Pan, and Silenus would 
never tell what was deſired, till they were bound. 
6 Nais—— The Latin word for a Water-Nymph. 
7 Vermilion Dye — Ihe colour that Pan and Silenus 
a lov'd beſt, | "ON | 17 
3 Rival'd the Sun Minerva, delighted with the Art 
and Induſtry of Prometheus (who had made an 1- 
mage of Clay ſo perfect, that it wanted nothing but 
Life,) carried him up to Heaven, where he lighted a 
Wand at the Chariot of the Sun, with which fire he 
animated his Image, Ovid. 2. M. 
9 Hylas——Favoarie of Hercules, who was drown'd 
in a well, which made the Poets ſay that a Nymph 
Ha flole him away: I uſe the word reſounds in the 
preſent Tenſe) becauſe Strabo (who lived at the ſame 
time as Virgil), ſeems to intimate, that the Pruſians 
continued then their annual Rites to his Memory, re- 
peating his name with loud Cries, | 
10 The Maids of Argos — Daughters of Prætis, King 
4 of Argus, 'who — ſo much upon their Beauty, 


er 


= that they preferr'd it to Juno's, who. in revenge 
ftruck them with ſuch. madneſs, that they thought 
themſelves Cows, They were at laſt cured by Me- 
. lampodes with Hellebore, and for that Reaſon, black 


Hellebore is called Melampodion. 
a ä 5 11 Gallus 
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11 Gallus — An excellent Poet and great Friend of 
Virgil, he was afterwards Prator. of Mgypt, and 
being accuſed of -ſome-Confpiracy, or rather called up- 
on for ſome Moneys, of which he could give no good 
_ Abtownt, he killed. himſelf. It is the ſame. Gallus you 
read of in the laſt Eclogue.: And. Suidas ſays, that 
Virgil mauns him by Ariſtzus, in the divine Conclu- 
ion of his Goorgicks, . | | 
12 Linus, Son of Apollo and Calliope. 
13 The Grynæan Grove — Conſecrated to Apollo; 
ty 355 he means ſome Poem writ upon that ſubjett 
y Gallus. 8 . — | 
14 The: Megarian Maid——Scylla.,, Daughter of Ni. 
_ ſus King of Megara, uh falling in Love with Mi- 
nos, betrayed her Father aud Country to him, but he 
abhorring her I reaſons rejected her, 
15 Her who round Another Scylla,. Daughter of 
Phorcis, whoſe lower Parts were turned into Dog; 
- by Circe; and ſhe, in deſpair, flung her ſelf into the 
Sa. | TYNE 
26 Whoſe only Hope—Ulyfles's Ships, were not lof, 
though Scylla devoured. feveral. of his Men. 
27 Eurotas . I River in Greece whoſe Banks wert 
ſhaded with Taurels; Apollo retired thither to la- 
ment the. Death of his dear Hyacinthus, whom he 


\s 


had accidentally killed. 
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Fu by Mr. Anas,» 
This Eclogue is wholly Paſtoral; and conſiſts of the 
Contention of two Shepherds, Thyrſis and Corydon, 
to the hearing of _ which Melibœus was invited by 
| «Dophuis,. and de relate i... 11, 1 
Cd A LT OS. 
\ 1 7 Hile Daphzis {ate beneath a whiſp'ring ſhade, 

Y Thyrſs and Carydon together fe. We 
0 7 4 6 MT ell 


lon; 


heit 
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Their mingling Flocks; his Sheep with ſofteſt Wooll - 
Were Fo oe. his Goats of. ſweeteſt Milk were full. 
Both in the beanteous ſpring of blooming Youth, 
The worthy Pride of bleſt-. Arcadia both; 
Eacli with ſike Art, his tuneful Voice cou'd raiſe, 
Each anſwer readily in Rural Lays; 
Hither the Father of my Flock had ſtray'd, 
While ſhelters 1 for my young Myrtles made; 
Here I fair Daphnis ſaw; when me he ſpy'd, 

Come hither quickly; gentle Youth ! he cry'd. 
Your Goat and Kids are ſafe, O ſeek not thoſe, 
But if you've leifure, in this ſhade repoſe: 
Hither to water, the full Heifers tend, 

When length'ning Shadows from the Hills deſcend, 
Mincius with Reeds here interweaves his bounds, 
And from that ſacred Oak a buſie ſwarm reſounds. 
What ſhould I do? nor was Alcippe there, _ 
Nor Phyllis, who might of my Lambs take care; : 
Yet to my Buſineſs,” I their Sports prefer. 
For the two Swains with great Ambition ftrove; | } 
Who beſt could tune his Reed, or beſt could ſing 
Alternate Verſe their ready Muſes choſe , 2 
In Verſe alternate each quick fancy flows; 5 
Theſe ſang young Corydon, young Thyrſis thoſe. 

C ORTDO N. 

Ve much-loy'd Muſes! ſuch a Verſe beſtow, 

As does from Codrus, my loy'd Codrus flow; 

Or if all can't obtain the Gift Divine, | 

My Pipe I'H conſecrate on 'yonder Pine. 

„HFA. 

Y' Arcadian Swains with Ivy Wreaths adorn 
Your Youth, that Codrus may with ſpight be torn; 
Or if he praiſe too mach, apply ſome Chatiti, 
Leſt his ill Tongue your future Poet harm. 
. 
Theſe branches of a Stag, this Wild-Boar's/ Head, 


If little Mycon's on thy Altar lac: 
It this continue, Delia / thou ſhalt ſtand 


Of ſmootheſt Marble by the skilful'ſt Hand. 


TH TR. 
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THYRSIS, 


This Milk, theſe Cakes, Priapus, every year T1 
Expect, a little Garden is thy Care: Th 
Thou'rt Marble now, but-if more Land I hold, if 
If my Flock thrive, thou ſhalt be made of Gold. Tc 
CORYDON. 
O Galatea! ſweet as Hybla's. Thyme z. th 
Whiteas, more white, than Swans are in their prime, W 
Come, when the Herds ſhall to their Stalls repair, Th 
O come, if e' er thy Corydon's thy Care. Th 


5 THTRS IS: 
O may I: harſh as bittereſt Herbs appear, 
Rough as wild Myrtle, vile as Sea-weeds are, 
If years ſeem * than this tedious day; F 
Haſte home my Glutton Herd, haſte, haſte away. 
= CORYDON. 
Ye Moſſie Springs! ye Paſtures! ſofter far 
Than thoughtleſs hours of ſweeteſt ſlumbers are, 
Ye Shades! protect my Flock, the Heats are near; 
On the glad Vines the ſwelling Buds: appear. 


114 i902 . „e WIRTR ET S. | 8 
Here on my Hearth a conſtant flame does play, 
And the fat Vapour paints the Roof each day; Thi 
Here we as much regard the cold North-wind And 
As Streams their Banks, or Wolves do Number mind, WI fi 
Darbo. Ane 
Look how the Trees rejoice in comely Pride, The 
While their ripe Fruit lies ſcatter'd on each ſide; Smi 
All Nature ſmyles, But if Alexis ſtay, To 


From our ſad Hills the Rivers weep away. 


| .DTHYRSIS, * 
The dying Graſs with ſickly Air does fade, un 
No Field's unparcht, no Vines our Hills do ſhade; Per. 
But if my Phyllis come, all ſprouts again, 


And bounteous Jove deſcends in kindly Rain. 
CORTYD ON. And 

Bacchus the Vine, the Laurel Phæbus loves, | 
Fair Venus cheriſhes the Myrtle Groves, And 
Phyllis the Hazels loves, While Phyllis loves that Tree, {Wiſe 
Myrtles and Laurels of leſs fame ſhall be. 
THYR- 
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| THYRSIS. | | | 
The lofty Aſh is Glory of the Woods. 
The Pine of Gardens, Poplar of the Floods : 
If oft thy Swain, fair Lycidas, thou ſee, | 
To thee the Aſh ſhall yield, the Pine to thee. 
ME TB'OETWS. 
Theſe I remember well | | 
While vanquiſht Thyrſis did contend in vain : | 
Thence Corydon, young Corydon does reign 
The beſt, the ſweeteſt on our wond'ring Plain. 


The EIGHTH ECLOGUE. 
PHARMACEUTRIA. 


Engliſh'd by Mr. STAFFORD. 


8 AD Damon's and Alpheſibœus Muſe 
I ſing : to hear whoſe Notes the. Herds refuſe 
Their needful Food, the ſalvage Lynxes gaze, 
And ſtopping Streams their 2 waters raiſe. 
d. WI ſing 12d Damon's and Alpheſibœæus Lays ; 
And thou (what-eyer part is bleſt with thee, 
The rough TIimavus, or lllyrian Sea) 
Smile on my Verſe: is there in Fate an hour 
To ſwell my numbers with my Emperour ? 
here is, and to the World there ſhall be known 
\ Verſe, that Sophocles might daign to own. 
\midft the Laurels on thy Front Divine, 1 


Permit my humble Ivy wreath to twine : 
hine was my earlieſt Muſe, my lateſt ſhall be thine. 
Night ſcarce was paſt, the Morn was yet ſo new, 
ind well-pleas'd Herds yet roul'd upon the dew ; 
hen Damon ſtretch'd beneath an Olive Lay, 
und ſung, Riſe Lucifer, and bring the Day: 
Riſe, riſe, while Niſa's falſhood I deplore, 
ad call thoſe Gods to whom ſhe yainly ſwore, 


To 


W 


O worthy Bridegtoom light thy Torch, 4 fog 


For, Mepſus you contemn'd my Verſe and Voice: | 
For him my Beard was ſhaggy in your Eye; 
For him, you laugh'd at every Deity, . . [mony. { N 


'Twas in the Fences, where our Apples 3 . 
My thirteenth year was N on my Chin, ; 


hd Tk... Lad 


From Reeds and Thiſtles, Balm and Amber . 
7 > 


And ſoft Arion on the Vaves defie; 5 {many} 
To Manalus my Pipes and Muſe tune all your * 


* 
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Let all be Chaos now, farewel ye Woods: 
From yon high Cliff, 1'11 plunge into the Floods, 
O Niſa take this diſmal Legacy, 4 
Now ceaſe my Pipes and Mule, ceaſe all your harmony. 

Thus he. Alpheſibæus Song rehearſe, 

Ye ſacred Nine above my Rural Verſe. 

Bring Water, Altars bind with myſtick Bands, 
Burn Gums and Vervain, and lift high the Wands; 
We'll mutter NW 8 it warms, 

My icy Swain; 'tis'Verſe we want; my Charms, 5 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my Arms. 

By Charms eompell'd the trembling Moon deſcends, 
And Circe chang'd, by Charms, Ulyſſes" Friends 
By Charms the Serpent burſt :' ye pow'rful Charms 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my Arms. 

Behold his Image with three Fillets bound, 

Which thrice I drag the ſacred Altars round. 

Unequal pamhers pleaſe the Gods: My. Charms, 

Return, return, ru my. Daphnis to my Arms. 
Three knots of treble-colour'd Silk we tye; 

Haſte Amaryllis, knit 'em inſtantly : 

And ſay, Theſe, Venus, are thy Chains; my Charms, 

Return, return, return my Daphnis to my Arms. 

Juſt as before this Fire the Wax and Clay 
One melts, one hardens, let him waſte away. 7 
Strew Corn and! Salt, and burn tkoſe leaves of Bay. 

I burn theſe; Leaves, butche burns me: my Charms, 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my Arms. 

Let Daphnis rage as when the bellowing Kind, 
Mad with deſire, run round the Woods to find 
Their Mates ; when tir'd, their trembling Limbs 

they we' — 2 
Near ſome cool Stream, nor mind the ſetting Day. 
Thus let him rage, unpitied too: my Charms, 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my Arms. 

Theſe Garments once were m 8 Swain's, 
Which to the- Earth I eaſt: Ah dear remains! 

Ye owe my Daphnis to his Nymph: My Charms, 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my Arms. 


7 Mœ- 


* * 


— 


Meris himſelf theſe Herbs from Pontus brought, 
Pontus for every noble Poiſon ſought : | 
Aided by theſe, he now a Wolf becomes, 
Now draws, the Buried ſtalking from their Tombs. 
The Corn from Field to Field tranſports :' My Charms, 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my Arms. 

Caſt o'er your Head the Aſhes in the Brook, 

Caſt backward o'er your Head, nor turn your look. 
I ſtrive, but Gods and Art he flights: My Charms, | 
Return, return, return my Daphnis.to my Arms. 
(| Behold new flames from the dead Aſhes riſe, 
Bleſt be the Omen, bleſt the Prodigies, 8 | 
For Hylax barks, ſhall we believe our Eyes? 
Or do we Lovers dream? ceaſe, ceaſe, my Charms, 
My Daphnis comes, he comes, he flies into my Arms. , 


1 


— —— —— 22 


The ſme E C LOG UE. 

| By Mr. CHE TWO0OD. « 

1 Damon and Alpheus Loves tocite, 8 2 
The N envy, and the Fields 1 : 

Whom as they ſtrove, the liſt'ning Heifers ſtood, by 


Greedy, to hear, forgetful of their Food; 
They charm'd the rage of hungry Wolves, and led 
The wand'ring Rivers from their wonted Bed. 
I Damon and Alpheus Loves recite, 
The Shepherds Envy, and the Fields delight. 
And you great Prince, whoſe Empire unconfin'd, 
As Earth, as Seas, yet narrower than your Mind, 


Whether you with Victorious Troops paſs o'er 41 
Timavus Rocks, or coaſt th' Illyrian ſnore; Be 
Shall I, beginning with theſe Rural Lays, . 
Ever my Muſe to ſuch Perfection raiſe, 8 a 
As without rafhneſs to attempt your Praiſe, A\ 


And 


\nd 
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And: thro? the ſubject World your Deeds rehearſe ? 
Deeds worthy. of the Majeſty of Verſe! 

My firſt: Fruits now. I to your Altar bring ; 

You, with a riper Muſe, I laſt will (ing. 
Mean-while among your Laurel wreaths allow 


This: Ivy branch to ſhade your Conquering Brow. 


Scarce had the Sun difpell'd the ſhades Of Night, 
Whilſt dewy browz the Cattle does invite; 

When in- a mournful poſture, pale, and wan, 
The luckleſs Damon thus his plaints began. 

Thou drowſie Star of Morning, come away, 
Come and lead forth the ſacred Lamp of Day 3 
Whilſt: 1 by Niſa baffled and betray'd, 

Dying, to Heaven accuſe the perjur'd Maid. 
But Prayers are all loſt Breath; the Powers above 


Give Diſpenſations for falſe Oaths in Love. 


Begin with me, my Flute, begin ſuch ſtrains, 
As Pan our Patron taught th' Arcadian Swains. 

'Tis a moſt bleſſed Place, that Arcady ! 

And Shepherds: bleſs'd, who in thoſe: Coverts lie! 

Muſick and Love is all their Buſineſs there, 

Pan doth. himſelf part in thoſe Conſorts bear: 

The Vocal Pines with claſping Arms conſpire, 

To cool the Sun's, and fan their amorous Fire. 
Begin with me, my Flute, begin ſuch ſtrains, 
As Pan our Patron taught th Arcadian Swains. 

Mopſus does Niſa a cheap Conqueſt gain, 

Preſented, woo'd, betroth'd to me in vain. 

What, hour ſecure, what reſpite to his Mind 

In this falſe World can a poor Lover find ? 

Let Griffins Mares, and Eagles Turtles wooe. 

And tender Fawns the ravening Dogs purſue: 

Theſe may indeed ſubject of wonder prove, 

But nothing ta this Prodigy of Bove. 

enz Torches: Hymen you mult join; 

Beſpeak our Bride-Cake, Heſperus all is thine. 
Begin with me, my Flute, begin ſuch ſtrains, 
As Pan our Patron taught th Arcadian Swains. 

A worthy; Match, and juit Reward of Pride! 

Whilſt you both Damon, and his Pipe deride! 

2 


l. Toa 
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Too long my Beard, nor ſmooth enough my Face: 
And with my Perſon, you my Flocks diſgrace, 
There are revenging Gods, proud Nymphs, there are, 
And injur'd Love is Heay'n's ray Care. | 
Begin with me, my Flute, begin ſuch ſtrains, 
As Pan our Patron taught th! Arcadian Swains. 


Your Mother you into out Garden brought, 

And ruddy wildings round the Hedges ſought ; 

The faireſt Fruit, and 222 all with Dew, 

(The Boughs were high, but yet) I reach'd for you: 

1 came, I ſaw, I gaz'd my Heart away, ſaſtray. 

Me, and my Flocks, and all my Life that minute led 
Begin with me, my Flute, begin ſuch ſtrains, N 
As Pan our Patron taught th* Arcadian Swains. 

Now Love I know you, for my ſelf, too late: 

But Shepherds take ye warning by my Fate, L 

Truſt.not this flattering Voice, or ſmiling Face, 8 


Farly I walk'd one Morn with careleſs thought, 8 


A Canibal, or born in rocky Thrace, 
Not.one of us, nor like the Britiſh Race, 


She-Wolves gave ſuck to the pernicious Boy, 
The Shepherds he, they do the Flocks deſtroy. 


| Begin with me, my Flute, begin ſuch trains, 

As Pan our Patron taught th Arcadian Swains. 

Miſchief is all his ſport; at his Commands, | 

In her Son's Blood Medea bath'd her hands; 

A ſad unnatural Mother ſhe, 'tis true, | L 

But, Love, that cruelty ſhe learn'd of yoy. p 
Begin with me, my Flute, begin ſuch ſtrains, 
As Pan our Patron taught th* Arcadian Swains, ( 


Nature which with this dotage hath begun, Th 
Now into all extravagance will run: (St 
The Tamarisk bright Amber ſhall diſtil, Wt 
And the coarſe Elder bear ſoft Daffadil. | Cri 
Shortly the Screech-Oul, with her boading Throat, Kic 
The Swans ſhall Rival in their dying Note, Ane 
S—— and 0 — the Bays ſhall claim, I be 
And. equal Dr— and Ro 's Fame. | 

Begin with me, my Flute, begin ſuch trains, Goo 

As Pan our Patron taught th" Arcadian Swains. Tha 


May 


May 
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May the Work ſink with me! farewel ye Groves, 
Haunts of my Youth, and Conſcious of my Loves: 
Down from the Precipice my ſelf 1'l] caſt, 
Accept this preſent, Niſa——'tis my laſt; 
Then ceaſe, my Flute, for ever ceaſe thy ſtrains, - 
Bid a fad ſilence through th' Arcadian Plains. 


— — 2 


The NINTH ECLOGUE.. 


By Mr. DRYDEN; 

When Virgil by the Favour. of Auguſtus: had recover'd 
his Patrimony near Mantua, and went: in hope to 
tale poſſeſſon, he was in danger to be ſlain by Arius 
the Centurion, to whom theſe Lands were aſſign'd by 
the Emperour in Reward of his Service againſt Brutus 
and Caſſius, This Eclogue therefore: is fild with 
Complaints of his hard Uſage; and the Perſons intro- 
duced, are the Bayliff of Virgil, and his Friend, 


LYCID AS. MOERIS. 


Eu DAT 


HA whither on thy way ſo faſt? 
1 This leads to Town. | 
M OE R IS, 
O Lycidas, at laſt 
The time is come, I never thought to ſee, 
(Strange Revolution for my Farm and me) 
When the grim Captain in a ſurly tone 
Cries. out, Pack up ye Raſcals and be gone, | 
Kick'd out, we ſet the beſt Face on't we cou'd, 
And theſe two Kids, t' appeaſe his angry Mood 8 
I bear, of which the Devil give him good, 
LT. CID A 
Good Gods, I heard a quite contrary Tale; 
That from the ſloaping Mountains to the Vale, 
Q 2 And 
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And dodder'd Oak, and all the Banks along, 
Menalcas ſav'd his fortune with a Song. 


M OE R IS. | | ö 
Such was the News, indeed; but Songs and Rhimes 
Prevail as much, in theſe hard iron Times, \ 
As would a plume of trembling Fowl, that riſe 8 
Againſt an Eagle ſouzing from the Skies. \ 
And had not Phabus warn'd me by the croak 8 
Of an old Raven from à hollow Oak, 
To ſhun debate, Menalcas had been ſlain, 7 
And Maris not ſurviv'd him to complain, þ 
EG. C 
Now Heaven defend! could barbarous rage prevail L 
So far, the ſacred Muſes to affail ? | | | 
Who then ſhou'd ſing the Nymphs, or who rehearſe 0 
The Waters gliding in a ſmoother Verſe! T 
Or Amaryllis praiſe that Heavenly Lay, T 
That ſhorten'd, as we went, our tedious way 
O Tityrus, tend my Herd and ſee them fed, W 
To Morning Paſtures, Evening Waters led : Te 
And *ware the Libyan Ridgil's butting Head, Se 
M OF RIS. Th 
Or what unfiniſh'd he to Varus read; Ar 
Thy name, O Varus (if the kinder Pow'rs Un 
Preſerve our Plains, and ſhield the Mantuan Tow'rs, Th 
Ovnoxious by Cremona's neighb'ring Crime,) Th 
The Wings of Swans, and ſtronger pinion'd Rhyme, Ch 
Shall riſe aloft,” and foaring bear above I c| 
Th' immortal Gift of Gratitude to Jore. But 
| -L IC1D AN My 
Sing on, ſing on, for I can ne'er be cloy'd, As 
So may thy Swarms the baleful Eugh avoid : But 
So may thy Cows their burden'd Bags diſtend, Mez 
And Trees to Goats their willing Branches bend ; | 
Mean as 1 am, yet have the Muſes made Thy 
Me free, a Member of the tuneful Trade : And 
At leaſt the-Shepherds ſeem to like my Lays, Huf 
But J diſcern their Flattery from their Praiſe: As 
I nor to Cinna's Ears, nor Varus dare aſpire; Alre 


But gabble like a Gooſe, amidſt the Swain- like Quire. Far 


MOERIS. 
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M CE RIS, 
'Tis what 1 have been conning in my Mind: 
Nor are they Verſes of a vulgar kind. 
Come Galatea, come, the Seas forſake, [murs make ? 
What pleaſures can the Tides with their hoarſe mur- 
See on the Shore inhabits purple Spring; 
Where Nightingales their Love-ſick ditty ſing; 
See Meads with purling Streams, with Flow'rs the 
Ground, 
The Grottoes cool, with ſhady Poplars crown'd, 
And creeping Vines to Arbours weay'd around; 
Come then and leave the waves tumultuous roar, 
Let the wild Surges vainly beat the Shore. 
ren 
Or that ſweet Song I heard with ſuch delight; 
The ſame you ſung alone one ſtarry Night; 
The tune I ſtill retain, but not the words. 
M OE R I S. 

Why, Daphnis, doſt thou ſearch in old Records, 
To know the ſeaſons when the Stars ariſe ? 
See Cæſar's Lamp is lighted in the Skies: 
The Star, whoſe Rays the bluſhing Grapes adorn, 
And ſwell the kindly ripening Ears of Corn. 
Under this influence, graft the tender Shoot ; 
Thy Childrens Children ſhall enjoy the Fruit.“ 
The reſt I have forgot, for Cares and Time 
Change all things, and untune my Soul to Rhime: 
I cou'd have once ſung down a Summer's Sun, 
But now the Chime of Poetry is done. 
My Voice grows hoarſe; I. feel the Notes decay,. 
As if the Wolves had ſeen me firſt to-day. 
But theſe, and more than I to mind can bring,. 
Menalcas has not yet forgot to ſing, 

| UU 
Thy faint Excuſes but inflame me more; 
And now the Waves 1oul ſilent to the ſhore.. 
Huſht Winds the topmoſt branches ſcarcely bend, 
As if the tuneful Song they did attend: 
Already we have half our way o'ercome; 
Far off I can diſcern Bianor's. Tomb; 


Q 3 | Here, 
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Here, where the Labourers hands have form'd a Bow'r 
Of wreathing Trees, in ſinging waſte an hour. 
Reſt here thy weary Limbs, thy Kids lay down, 
We've day before us, yet to reach the Town : 
Or # ere night the gathering Clouds we tear, 
A Song will help the beating ſtorm to bear. 
And that thou may'ſt be not too late abroad, 
Sing, and I'll eaſe thy ſhoulders of thy load. 
| M OE R IVS. 
Ceaſe to entreat me, let us mind our way; 


Another Song requires another day. 


When good Menalcas comes, if he rejoice, 


And find a friend at Court, 1'Il find a Voice. 
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E ALL U. 
Engliſhed by Mr. STAFFORD, 
Kilian Nymph, aſſiſt my mournful ſtrains; 


The laſt I ſing in Rural Notes to Swains : 
Grant then a Verſe ſo tender and fo true, 


As even Lycoris may with pity view: 8 


Who can deny a Verſe to Grief and Gallus due 
So, when thy Waters paſs beneath the Tide, 
Secure from Sow mixture may they glide, 

Begin my Gallus Love and hapleſs Vows; 

While on the tender Twigs the Cattle browz : 
Nothing is deat; Woods liſten while we (ing, 

And ecchoing Groves reſound, and Mountains ring, 
Ye Nazades, what held you from his aid, 

When to unpity'd flames he was betray'd? 

Nor Aganippe tempted you away, 

Nor was Parnaſſus guilty of your ſtay : 

The Bays, whoſe Houours he ſo long had kept, 
The lofty Bays and humble Herbage wept. 
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When ſtretch'd beneath a Rock, he ſigh'd alone, 
The Mountain Pines and Manalus did groan, 

And cold, Lyceas wept from every ſtone, 

His Flock ſurrounded him: nor think thy Fame 
Impair'd (great Poet) by a Shepherd's name; 

Ere thou and I our Sheep to Paſtures led, 

His Flocks the Goddeſs-lov'd Adonis fed. 

The Shepherds came; the ſluggiſh Neat-herd Swains, 
And Swine-herds reeking from their Maſt and Grains, 


All ask'd from whence' this frenzy? Phæbus came 


To ſee his Poet, Phabus ask'd the ſame : 

And is (he cry'd) that cruel Nymph thy Care, 

Who, flying thee, can for thy Rival dare fof War? & 
»The Froſts, and Snow, and all the frightful forms 

Sylvanus came, thy fortune to deplore ; | 

A wreath of Lillies on his Head he wore, 
Pan came, and wond'ring we beheld him too, 5 


His Skin all dy'd of a yermilion hue: 

He cry'd, What mad deſigns doſt thou purſue ? 

Nor Gtisfy'd with Dew the Graſs appears, Z 
With Browz the Kids, nor cruel Love with Tears, 
When thus (and ſorrow melted in his Eyes) | 
Gallus to his Arcadian Friends replies: 

Ye gentle Swains, ſing to the Rocks my moan, 
(For you Arcadian Swains ſhould ſing alone :) 

How, calm a Reſt my wearied Ghoft wou'd have, 

If you adorn'd my Love, and mourn'd my Grave 2 
O that your Birth and Buſineſs had been mine, 

To — a Flock, or preſs the ſwelling Vine! 

Had Phyllis, or had Galatea been 

My Love, or any Maid upon the Green, 

(What if her Face the Nut-brown Livery wear, 

Are Violets not ſweet, becauſe not fair!) 

Secure in that unenvied ſtate, 2 

The Poplars, I my careleſs Limbs had cy; : 
Phyllis had made me Wreaths, and Galatea ſung. 
Behold, fair Nymph, what bliſs the Country vields, 
The flow ry Meads, the purling Streams, the laugh- 
Next all the Pleaſures of the Foreſt ſee, ing Fields. 
Where I could melt away my years with thee, 


But 


344 The FIRST PART of 
But furious Love denies me ſoft repoſe, 

And hurls me on the pointed Spears of Foes, 

While thou (but ah! that I ſhould find it ſo,) 
Without thy Gallus for thy Guide, doſt go 

Through all the German Colds, and Alpine Snow, 
Yet, flying me, no —_— may'ſt thou meet; 

Nor Snow nor Ice offend thoſe tender Feet. 
But let me run to Deſarts, and rehearſe 

On my Sicilian Reeds Euphorion's Verſe; 

Ev'n in the Dens of Monſters let me lie, 
Thoſe J can tame, but not your cruelty, 

On ſmootheſt rinds of Trees I'll carve my woe; 
Ant as the rinds encreaſe, the Love ſhall grow. 
Then, mixt with Nymphs, on Manalus reſort, 

I'll make the Boar my danger and my ſport. 

When from the Vales the jolly cry reſounds, 
What rain or cold ſhall keep me from my Hounds} 
Methinks my Ears the ſprightly Conſort fills; 

I ſeem to bound thro' Woods and mount o'er Hills, 
My Arm of. a Cydonian Jay'lin ſeiz'd, 

As if by this my madneſs cou'd be eas'd; 6 
Or, by our mortal woes, the cruel God appeas'd : 


My Frenzy changes now; and Nymphs and Verſe 


I hate, 
And Woods; for ah, what toil can ſtubborn Love 
Shou'd we to drink the frozen Hebrus go, {[abate! 
And ſhiver in the cold Sithonian Snow, | 
Or to the ſwarthy Ethiops Clime remove, 
Parch'd all below, and burning all above, 
Ev'n there wou'd Love o'er-come; then let us 
ield to Love, 
Let this ſad Ray ſuffice, by Sorrow breath'd, 
While bending Twigs I into Baskets wreath'd : 
My Rural Numbers, in their homely guiſe, 
Gallus, becauſe they came from me, will prize: 
Gallus, whoſe growing Love my Breaſt does rend, 
As ſhooting Trees the burſting Bark diſtend. 
Now riſe, for Night and Dew the Fields invade; C 
And Juniper is an unwholſome ſhade : | [dew fade. 
Blaſts kill the Corn by Night, and Flow'rs with Mil-Y 
Bright 
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Brigit Heſper twinkles from afar; away — 
My Kids , for you have had a feaſt to-day. 
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The LAST ECLOGOE. 
Tranſlated, or rather Imitated, in the Year 1666. 
By Sir WitTian TEMNDLE, Bar. 


NE Labour more, O Arethuſa, yield, TL! 
Before I leave the Shepherds and the Fields 
some Verſes to thy Gallus ere we part, Fr 
Such as may one day break Lycoris Heart, 
As ſhe did his; who can refuſe a Song, 
To one that lov'd ſo well, and dy'd ſo young! 
So may'ſt thou thy belov'd Alpheus pleaſe, 
When thou creep'ſt under the Sicanian Seas. 
Begin, and ſing Gallus“ unhappy fires, | 
Whilſt yonder Goat to yonder Branch aſpires. 
Out of his reach, We frng not to the deaf; 
An anſwer comes from every trembling Leaf. 
What Woods, what Foreſts had intic'd your ſtay 
Ye Naiades, why came ye not away! 
When Gallus dy'd by an unworthy Flame, 
Parnaſſus knew, and loy'd too well his Name 
To ſtop your Courſe; nor could your haſty flight 
Be ſtay d by Pindus, which was his delight. f 
Him the freſh Laurels, him the lowly Heath 
Bewail'd with dewy Tears; his parting Breath 
Made lofty Menalus hang his piny Head; 
Lycæan Marbles wept when he was dead, 
Under à lonely Tree he lay and pin'd, 
His Flock about him feeding on the Wind, 
As he on Love; ſuch kind and gentle Sheep, 
Even fair Adonis would be proud to keep, o 
There came the Shepherds, there the weary Hinds, 
Thither Mzxalcas parcht with Froſts and Winds. 


But yet Areadians is my Grief: allay'd,. 


346 The FinsT Parr of 


All ask him whence, for whom this fatal Love? 5 


Apollo came his Arts and Herbs to prove: 


Why Gallus! why ſo fond ? he ſays; thy flame, 
Thy care, Lycoris, is another's gane 
For him ſhe ſighs and raves, him ſhe purſues 
Thorough the pr Bare pa and morning Dews; 
Over the ſnowy Cliffs and frozen Streams, 
Through noiſie Camps, Up Gallus, leave thy Dreams, 
She has left thee, Still lay the drooping Swain 
Hanging his mournful Head, Phæbus in vain 

Offers Els Herbs, employs his Counſel here; 

Tis all refus'd, or anſwer'd with a Tear. 


What ſhakes the Branches! what makes all the Trees 


Begin to bow their Heads, the Goats their Knees } 
Oh! 'tis Sylvanus, with his moſſie Beard J 
And leafy Crown, attended by a Herd 

Of Wood-born Satyrs; ſee! he ſhakes his Spear, 


A green young Oak, the talleſt of the year. 
Pan the Arcadian God forſook the Plains, 


Mov'd with the ſtory of his Gallus“ pains. 

We faw him come with Oaten-pipes in hand, 
Painted with Berries-juice ; we Aab him ſtand 
And gaze upon his Shepherd's 2 Eyes; 
And what! no end, no end of Grief, he cries! 


Love little minds all thy conſuming care, 
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Or reſtleſs Thoughts, they are his daily fare. T 
Nor cruel Love with tears, nor Graſs with ſhow'rs, Ar 
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Nor Goats with tender ſprouts, nor Bees with flow'rs 


Are ever ſatisfy'd, Thus ſpoke the God, 
And touch'd the Shepherd with his Hazle Rod : 
He, ſorrow ſlain, ſeem'd to revive,.and faid, 


'To think that in theſe Woods, and Hills, and Plains,. 
When I am ſilent in the Grave, your Swains 

Shall ſing my Loves, Arcadian Swains inſpir'd 

By Phebus; Oh! how gently ſhall theſe tir d 

And fainting Limbs repoſe in endleſs ſleep, 
While your ſweet Notes my Love immortal keep! 
Would it had pleas'd the Gods, I had been born 
Juſt one of you, and taught to wind a Horn, 


JT 


Or wield a Hook, or prune a 8 Vine, 
IS 
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And known no other Love, but, Phyllis, thine; 
Or thine, Amyntas; what though both are brown, 
So are the Nuts and Berries on the Down; 
Amongſt the Vines, the Willows and the Springs, 
Phyllis makes Garlands, and Amyntus ſings. 

No cruel Abſence calls my Love away, 

Farther than bleating Sheep can go aſtray: 

Here my Lycoris, here are ſhady Groves, 

Here Fountains cool, and Meadows ſoft, our Loyes 
And Lives may here together wear, and end: 

O the true Joys of ſuch a Fate and Friend! 

I now am hurried by ſevere Commands 

Into remoteſt Parts, — the Bands 

Of armed Troops; there by my Foes purſu'd, 
Here by my Friends; but ſtill by Love ſubdu'd, 
Thou far from home, and me, art wand'ring o'er 


The Alpine Snows, the fartheſt Weſtern ſhore, 
The frozen Rhine. When are we like to meet? 
Ah, gently, gently, leſt-thy tender Feet 


Be cut with Ice, Goyer thy lovely Arms; 

The Northern Cold relents not at. their Charms: 
Away I'II go into ſome ſhady Bowers, 

And ſing the Songs I made in happier hours, 
And charm. my Woes. How can I better chuſe, 
Than among wildeſt Woods my ſelf to loſe, 

And carve our Loves upon the tender Tree; 

There they will thrive. See how my Loves agree 
With er Plants: look how they grow together, 
In ſpight of Abſence, and in ſpight of Weather, 
Mean-while, I'll climb that Rock, and ramble o'er 
Yon woody Hill; I'll chaſe the rien Boar, 


I'll find Diana's and ney Ns reſort; 


No Froſts, no Storms, ſhall ſlack my eager Sport. 
Methinks I'm wandring all about the Rocks 
And hollow-ſounding Woods: look how my Locks 
Are torn with Boughs and Thorns ; my Shafts are gone, 
My Legs are tir'd; and all my Sport is done, 
Alas! this is no cure for my Diſeaſe, 
Nor.can our toils that angry God appeaſe, 
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Now neither Ny ng Sang can pleaſe me more. 
Nor bollow WO 85 nor. yet ſthe chaſed ns. 


No ſport, no labous can, divert my. Gr 


Without Lycaris mY no relief. 2 
Though thould drip 5 105 ſtreams, 
Or Scythian. —— N e her fiery Beams 
Would ſcorch me up., Whatever we he Tan 
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